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.For  this  didst  thou 

0  Derwent !  winding  among  grassy  holms, 
Wliere  I  was  looking  on,  a  babe  in  arms, 
Make  ceaseless  music  that  composed  my  thoughts 
To  more  than  infant  softness,  giving  me, 
Amid  the  fretful  dwellings  of  mankind, 
A  foretaste,  a  dim  earnest,  of  the  calm 
That  Nature  breathes  among  the  hills  and  groces. 
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New    Zealand. 

<Talme  les  adorateurs  inconnus  au  monde. — PASCAL. 

This  is  the  pale  enchanted.     Here  the  sea, 

Shouldered  by  winds  toward  the  leaning  South, 

Breaks  on  ultimate  shores,  whose  citadels, 

Beleaguered  by  slow  Time  and  Solitude, 

Stare  where  the  Summer  slits  the  sullen  snows. 

Wheresoever  the  breeze  impels  the  foam, 

Playing  Pandean-pipes  upon  the  beach, 

Or  smoothes  white  lakes  of  cloud  from  peak  to  peak 

For  rolling  thunder  to  sail  over,  roaring 

To  cataracts  and  avalanches  hurled, 

Nature's  harmonies  wonderfully  flung 

Through  harping  forests  ;  here  is  imagery 

Feigned  by  sad,  dreaming  poets  when  of  old 

Infinite  vision  failed.     Here  the  abodes 

Charted  by  melancholy  troubadours 

In  wastes  of  song  of  all-pervading  tears, 

Wooing  the  sail  of  Hope  to  fall  unfurled 

Under  the  blessed  isles.     Oh  shade  austere, 

Wan  Discontent,  sister  sad  of  Triumph, 

Through  thee  we  feel  that  all  attainment  fails, 

For  ever  hovering  on  the  cloudy  verge 
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Of  happiness,  far-sunken  in  her  deep 

And  lucent  blue.     She  is  never  gathered  ; 

Folded  in  the  white  tents  of  youth  and  pressed 

By  trembling  lips  ;  and  she  is  never  led 

By  meditation  to  the  brooding  heart. 

Yet  in  thy  temple  unadorned  are  fed 

All  flames  that  do  irradiate  the  mind ; 

Powers  that  do  girdle  up  the  lesser  man 

To  seek  th'  imperishable,  purge  the  dross 

Of  the  low  world,  and  reach  heaven's  ecstacy ! 

As  one  who  with  the  first  foot  of  hoar  Time 

Passed  to  forgotten  gulfs  of  Memory,  here 

My  gaze  is  on  the  moving  waters,  woven 

With  no  tradition  of  delivering  sails 

Baffling  hate  and  ruin.     No  gorgeous  phrase 

Exorbitant  of  poetry  pinnacled 

Upon  ethereal  height  involves  the  path 

Of  the  inheritors  of  pageantry 

Dreamt  by  redeemers,  carven  with  their  sword  ! 

Nor  ever  on  the  waste  and  hilly  moors 

Old  battlefields  where  hopeless  chivalry 

Of  sovran  obsolescence  foamed  away  ; 

Glittering  with  pride  beneath  the  morning  star, 

Ghosts  of  old  castles  in  the  cobweb  eve. 

I  cannot  see  with  Memory's  inward  eye 

The  lanceolated  light  of  holy  deeds 
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Flamed  through  the  gloom  of  evil ;  never  hear 

A  nation  wrestle  to  a  perilous  fall 

With  its  iniquity,  and  render  up 

To  the  Almighty  bruised  heart  of  prayer, 

Wrung  from  its  tribulation,  dear  to  Him. 

Methought  that  as  I  climbed  this  virgin  peak 

My  spirit  sealed  mortality,  forgot 

The  toll  of  Time,  and  absolution  given 

For  the  inexorable  hours,  emerged 

Suddenly  into  joy  ;  not  interspaced 

With  sorrow,  not  an  oasis  that  fades 

For  ever  on  the  verge,  but  breaking  dawn, 

Before  the  Olympian  thunder  shook  the  wave, 

Or  ever  shepherd  'neath  the  folding  star 

Stole  to  the  thicket  where  the  oracle 

Spun  her  delirium.     Here  is  no  renown 

Of  fabled  genii,  of  twins  who  bore 

The  spear  consummate  of  battle,  elf  or  gnome, 

Dragon  or  deity  ;  but  the  clear  fane 

Of  meditation,  and  a  sanctuary 

For  the  seclusion  of  the  passive  mind, 

When  all  volition  of  the  teeming  brain, 

Still-chambered  from  the  arrowy  light  of  thought, 

Lulls  in  the  flower,  or  undulating  wave, 

Or  with  the  lark  pillowing  on  the  breeze 

Touches  the  point  of  heaven  in  hidden  song. 
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Ye  wandering  winds  that  from  your  threshing  floor, 

The  immemorial  ocean,  gather  up 

Fragrances  of  the  forgotten,  if  their  tears 

Weight  your  vast  wings,  your  indestructible 

Motion  is  girdled  with  the  joy  of  being 

Fresh  from  the  hand  of  God  ;  and  you  do  take 

A  path  through  forests  leaning  so  to  hear 

Your  harmony,  until  the  setting  sun 

Nets  you  within  his  beams  ;  then  you  do  fall 

On  range  and  gully,  creek  and  cataract, 

And  even  on  the  unapportioned  strand 

Shaken  by  every  billow,  as  a  prayer 

Moveth  a  stubborn  heart,  and  with  it  sleeps. 

What  courts  are  these  that  ye  so  vainly  urge 

For  an  echoing  answer,  that  are  dumb, 

Dark  oubliettes  of  foam,  and  haggard  walls 

Of  terror  shaken  by  the  avalanche, 

Ever  above  a  desolating  fall 

Of  thunder  to  a  ravine  the  kea  knows, 

But  nevermore  the  sun.     Oh,  surely  Time 

Here  would  receive  the  penitential  hours, 

As  a  dear  father  his  returning  son, 

So  loved,  and  so  deplored  !     But  let  me  stand 

Hither  apace  in  sunnier  abodes 

For  shadowing  clouds,  sliding  from  the  breast 

Of  amber  slopes  into  a  gulf  of  blue ; 

Colourless  to  the  neighbouring  eye,  afar 
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A  lake  of  thought  for  the  fond  fancy's  riot. 
Mothed  chambers  of  forgotten  queens  who  lie 
Within  a  rose's  perfume,  dewy  sails, 
With  paladins  becalmed  where  Love  has  flamed 
Sole  star  athwart  his  consecrated  Sea  ! 

Mountain,  and  sea,  and  cloud,  that  from  the  wind 

Take  invisible  adoration,  hear  ! 

If  my  poor  song  may  bring  you  less  than  aches 

In  the  terrific  threnody  of  gales, 

It  is  a  particle  of  the  divine, 

Th'  inconceivable  spirit  that  impels 

The  viewless  temple  of  the  clouds,  and  tames 

Thee,  ocean,  with  the  tides  ;  a  light  that  shakes 

Th'  incomparable  silence  of  the  hills 

Till  gorges  choke  with  thunder.     He  it  is 

Makes  me  diviner  than  all  panoply 

Of  glory  of  earth  and  sky.     Though  much  is  given 

By  these  far-shining  heights,  white-bosomed  clouds, 

All-radiating  sea,  they  but  return 

The  pregnancy  of  the  suffusing  brain 

Working  within  them,  delving  secret  gold 

In  that  sublime  fief  of  the  human  mind 

Held  by  Imagination  under  God. 

Musing  upon  these  Acherontian  books, 

Sealed  for  eternity,  but  oped  of  yore 

For  the  bewildered  and  forlorn  who  sleep 


6  NEW   ZEALAND. 

In  graves  unshadowed  by  a  memory, 
Their  very  name  forgotten  by  the  winds, 
Their  very  bones  unchancelled  by  the  sea, 
I  too  would  question  the  disdainful  hour 
Never  again  expansive  on  these  isles, 
For  ever  living  but  no  more  possessed. 

There  was  a  slumber  on  our  virgin  isles, 

Strewn  like  a  shadow  where  the  trembling  East 

Broke  through  the  night  each  dawn  above  a  sea 

Absolute  heritage  of  Caliph  stars, 

Outwatching  silence  till  the  morning  lit 

Her  undiscoverable  temple  hid 

In  lakeland  forests.     'Twas  a  magic  air 

Wreathed  cape  and  estuary,  and  bade  the  pines 

Diffuse  the  symphony  of  ocean's  song, 

Sole  anthem  of  a  battlemented  fane 

Entered  alone  by  congregated  clouds. 

Pardoner  of  offences,  holy  Time, 

That  with  thy  shadowy  flight  encompassest 

Orbits  of  constellations,  secret  stars, 

Invisible,  though  Earth  respond  to  them 

With  dumb  emotion ;  thine,  all  worlds,  and  thine 

Nebulae  through  the  darkness  interspaced 

As  tears  within  unutterable  grief 

For  lips  closed,  unresponsive  evermore  ! 

Thou  dost  remember — for  all  knowledge  lies 
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Within  thee,  thou  canst  not  forget  nor  hope 

To  loosen  the  intolerable  brain 

Of  immortality — the  light  that  fell 

On  Babylonian  years,  the  winds  that  smote 

Through  Erythrean  sails,  where  dusky  foam 

Leaps  to  the  moon  above  Colonna's  scar. 

These  isles  that  were  so  silent  that  a  voice 

Were  sacrilege  laid  upon  thee  no  stain ; 

Here  every  morn  where  thy  refulgent  robe 

Flames  to  the  zenith  first  unbridled  hours 

Heard  thy  melodious  thunder,  leaving  thee 

With  path  celestial  flawless.     If  there  came 

All  cankers  that  do  shrivel  up  the  soul, 

Making  a  bloody  pack  with  Hell,  to  Rome, 

Breasting  a  bestial  flood  ;  if  Egypt  paled 

To  the  terrific  star  of  tyranny  ; 

And  nothing  but  the  foul  dust  of  old  crime 

Spotted  the  legendary  kingdoms  lost 

Beyond  traditions  border  ;  thou  dost  know 

We  lay  sweet,  unadulteried,  to  the  sun 

Yielding  delicious  sanctuary,  each  rood 

A  temple  for  the  unpolluted  mind. 

Airy  abodes  of  shadowy  thought  that  loves 

The  consecration  of  the  hills  revered 

By  immemorial  clouds ;  within  whose  sleep 

Dreams  float  like  silence  in  a  solemn  wood. 

Oh,  who  would  prize  the  haggard  world  that  toils 
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Day  after  day  for  the  disordered  gain 

Reeking  of  strife  ;  where  all  the  gold  that  lies 

In  hungry  palms  is  counterfeit  despair ! 

So  many  broken  hearts,  subjected  souls, 

Smoke  on  its  altars,  piteous  sacrifice. 

This  haven  of  antiquity  whose  tide 

Bears  evermore  unfreighted  hours  shall  keep 

All  that  the  glowing  world  forgets ;  a  peace 

That  is  not  slumber's  nor  the  minster  hushed, 

Is  round  us,  one  with  us  ;  ay,  God  has  moved 

Within  these  forests  that  are  eremites 

Brooding  upon  his  glory  ;  and  I  feel 

An  incorporeal  chain  draws  me  beyond 

Mountain  and  city,  far  above  the  voice 

Of  cataract  or  thunder ;  till  I  merge 

In  the  vast  dome  of  wheeling  hemisphere, 

Shedding  infirmity  of  being,  and  lull 

My  soul  in  its  eternal  cradle,  Him  ! 

Let  me  be  one  with  thee  that  I  may  leave, 

Still  Aorangi,  far  beneath  me  toils 

That  shall  impede !     Though  oft  the  tempest  rocks 

The  barren  precipice  thy  supreme  arch 

Glitters  triumphant ;  thou  hast  conquered,  thou 

Lookest  athwart  the  mist  below  that  veils 

The  world  from  thee  invulnerable  ;  thou 

Art  nearest  heaven,  and  dost  not  know  the  hour 
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Is  seldom  with  us  we  are  one  with  God ! 

Oh,  cleansed  from  all  impurity,  dost  thou 

Eemember  from  thy  peak  the  thorny  path 

Circling  thy  base,  the  struggling  heath  that  toils 

To  give  the  wildernesses  charity, 

With  stony  barricadoes  evermore 

Interminably  defended  ?     Thou  hast  soared 

Above  the  desolation  ;  at  thy  feet 

Colossal  ruin  in  remote  moraines, 

Wild  architecture  of  embattled  cliffs 

Crumbling  with  agony  of  silences, 

Hearing  far  off  the  avalanche's  fall, 

And  never  other  sound  but  thunder  spent 

In  coliseum  tented  by  the  clouds. 

An  exaltation  and  a  glory  shine 

About  thee,  where  thy  slopes  are  faintly  limned 

Are  apparitions  felt ;  hoar  castles  frown, 

Sheer  precipices  are  the  towers  wherein 

The  alchemy  of  brooding  floats,  and  feigns 

A  dreary  cell  of  sorrow  evermore  ! 

Then,  with  the  flowing  oriflamme  of  joy 

My  spirit  is  upon  thy  sanctuary, 

Amid  the  wide  circumfluent  loop  of  air, 

Ineffable  and  remote — we  fade,  we  fade 

Alike  into  its  blue.     Oh,  could  I  be 

Like  thee,  releasing  all  my  soul  from  weight, 

The  importunity  of  lonely  pain, 
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The  long  groove  in  a  shallow  circle  scored 

Even  from  sorrow  unto  sorrow  again  ! 

Like  thee,  mount,  losing  all  the  cerements  rolled 

Of  Earth's  pollution  ;  greatly  winning  through 

Clouds  compassing  to  stainless  purity, 

The  world  beneath  me,  with  me  perfect  peace 

This  fiord  is  a  still  monastery  aloof, 
Where  tired  eyes  that  do  beseech  the  morn 
Her  soft  step  to  retard  below  the  gleam 
And  let  them  slumber  feel  the  eider  fall 
From  Solitude's  delicious  wings  that  float 
Unheard  by  them  that  hearken  evermore. 
She  is  thy  lord,  oh  sea,  and  thou  art  led 
To  her  secluded  chamber,  at  her  feet 
Thy  wave  is  the  enchantment  of  a  prayer 
Murmuring  for  forgiveness  ;  she  has  made 
Thee  anthem  to  inviolable  walls, 
Chancels  of  mist  upgathering  from  the  foam 
The  melancholy  of  thy  wilderness. 
Thou  art  Calirrohe  asleep,  and  sounds 
That  are  forgotten  here  shall  not  disturb 
Thy  quiet  penance  ;  thou  art  one  with  those 
Who  to  themselves  are  a  remembrance  given 
Of  a  remote  and  shadowy  past ;  a  day 
Is  round  them  with  its  congregated  lights 
That  may  not  pierce  the  vesture.     I  have  heard 
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Voices  within  the  waterfall  that  spake 

More  than  was  ever  graved  in  holy  writ, 

Or  weaved  to  music  where  the  organ  fails 

Through  minster  towers,  and  all  the  tapestries 

Upon  the  altars  tremble  to  His  shade  ! 

It  may  be  that  a  falling  leaf  shall  ope 

The  door  of  secret  hinges ;  that  the  sound 

Of  slided  air  through  fluted  wings  escaping 

In  undiscoverable  glooms  of  moss 

Shall  be  the  trumpets  to  throw  down  the  walls 

Oppugnant  to  the  spirit  that  pursues 

Paths  to  the  light  for  ever  visionary. 

The  bell-bird  has  her  belfry  here  and  rings 

Intenser  thought  to  the  diviner  fane  ; 

That  chancel  where  ethereal  spirits  approach, 

Apart,  but  nearer  to  the  seraphim 

In  forest  aisles  than  where  roofed  marble  shades 

Long  tinted  lights,  and  cools  the  organ  flame 

Voluted  and  remote.     There  is  a  dower 

Falls  from  these  branches,  trembles  in  the  breeze  ; 

And  where  the  light  falls  variable  on  a  gull 

Oaring  her  snowy  breast  a  power  has  raised 

The  splendid  motion  of  the  lordless  sea 

Within  our  bosom  ;  we  are  folded  in 

Harmonious  clouds  and  sunsets,  loveliest  home 

Of  the  serenest  thought,  the  shadowy  eaves 

Pale  of  the  lucent  temple  of  His  glory. 
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As  in  a  cathedral  prayer  has  made  a  gloom, 

The  tribulation  of  a  thousand  years 

Fallen  upon  the  pillars,  here  we  move 

Through  cloister  precincts  Time  has  drowsed  with  winds 

From  the  inexorable  West.     The  wave 

Tells  not  the  secret  of  the  mocking  past ; 

The  cloud  floats  lonely  from  the  sea,  her  heart 

Breaks  on  the  mountains  ;  there  her  song  is  sung 

To  alien  ears  ;  let  the  pines  draw  her  down 

To  weep  herself  away.     We  are  apart 

From  this  hoar  convocation  of  the  hills, 

Cataracts,  and  innumerable  groves 

Pathed  by  the  bell-bird's  anthem,  and  no  more. 

Oh  !  forest  listening  to  eternal  years, 

And  looking  to  the  stars  that  may  have  died, 

Quenched  ere  your  branches  bulbed,  if  we  hear  not 

The  subtle  music  of  the  universe 

That  was  before  us,  and  will  murmur  round 

The  grave  of  our  last  generation  wrapped 

In  ribbed  ice,  an  exhalation  falls 

From  the  invisible  balm ;  a  spider  thread 

Of  ecstacy  floats  where  our  feet  have  touched 

The  border-land  of  Nature's  harmony. 

We  know  not  what  we  gather,  but  we  reap 

Charm  undecipherable ;   and  a  woof 

Pours  with  a  flame  of  glamour  through  us,  pressed 

To  her  inordinate  bosom  unperceived. 
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Oh  !  charge  us  with  Thy  tender  counsel  strewn 

Wherever  winds  have  blown.     What  Thou  hast  given 

To  these  make  fruitful  in  us,  what  of  strength 

Is  theirs  make  our  delight,  and  what  of  prayer 

In  their  dumb  instinct  lies  make  suppliant 

Within  our  hearts.     There  is  a  majesty 

Of  still  endurance  here  ;  woods  recreate 

Splendour  of  mighty  shade  though  tempests  reel 

Athwart  a  sailless  hemisphere  ;  the  sea 

Squanders  ablution  over  the  sea  wrack 

Where  dead  men  lie,  and  lulls  the  albatross 

Far  in  her  secret  South ;  but  never  fails 

Her  due  step  to  these  lonely  isles  and  fiords, 

Nor  ever  though  the  stars  and  moon  be  hid 

Late  cometh  to  the  mountains'  inner  shrine. 

These  with  unchanging  ritual  worship  God 

Till  Time  shall  see  no  more  the  globe  infused 

With  molten  energy.     When  through  the  deeps 

Beyond  conception  rolls  a  cindered  world, 

Dead  and  forgotten,  unbeheld  by  stars 

Once  shining  back  her  invocation  glowing, 

Seas  and  mountains  and  woods  shall  touch  no  more 

Through  adoration  the  supreme  duty.     We 

Have  fallen  from  that  height.     How  duty  pales 

To  eyes  not  searching  for  her,  but  aslant 

At  luxury,  dishonourable  gain, 
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Spoiled  from  the  weak  through  misbegotten  law. 

Righteousness  triumphing  through  kingdoms  young, 

When  life  held  guerdon  richer  than  display, 

Vulgar  ineptitude,  advertisement, 

.Resolved  patrician  and  plebeian  as  one 

In  fairer  days  than  ours.     How  good  to  pause 

Mid  this  mad  revelry  of  gain  to  watch 

The  sober  majesty  of  men  that  built 

Towers,  sanctuaries,  for  liberty,  and  died 

With  fame  like  the  bruised  fragrance  of  a  rose, 

Secret  and  all  pervading.     I  dare  not  name 

These  seneschals  of  Freedom  with  the  men 

Who  break  the  spirit  of  the  law,  but  keep 

Its  rule  and  perquisites.     We  have  chosen 

Chaos  of  squat  intelligence  that  apes 

Tyranny  clothed  in  specious  garb,  and  seeks 

A  fetid  oracle,  beslavering  it 

Equality  of  votes — harlot  and  nun. 

One  man,  one  vote,  one  destiny  of  dross, 

One  imbecility  of  ignorance 

Darkening  counsel ;  losing  the  path  of  truth, 

Befogged  in  that  Daedalian  swamp  profound, 

Democracy,  ruffled  by  jangling  winds 

To  noisome  turbulence  ;  where  Envy  is  king, 

And  violence  his  vizier.     Idle  words, 

A  pure  democracy  !     As  well  to  speak 

Of  prostitution  pure  !     Have  we  not  heard 
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Far  off  in  tears  the  melancholy  sound, 

The  tumbrils  of  the  murdered  ?     Have  we  not  seen 

Democracy  fawning  above  the  feet 

Of  Marat  and  Lebon  ?     and  what  is  else, 

And  worse,  the  finer  qualities  of  men, 

Not  yet  contaminate,  festered  and  turned 

To  rottenness  ;  courage,  ability, 

Foundered  in  slime !     Desmoulins,  Danton,  sleep 

A  lamentable  name,  oblivion 

Cannot  conceal  them ;  but  the  reek  of  blood, 

Drenched  on  them  by  the  swinish  multitude, 

Girdles  them  evermore  !     Oh,  tell  me  not 

That  Liberty  is  here  ;  forsooth,  her  guides 

Are  stales  too  muddy  for  virginity. 

The  probity  of  intellect  that  joins 

The  deed  to  the  thought,  be  it  unplausible, 

So  it  be  right ;  scorning  the  ragged  faith 

Too  opportune  for  courage,  steadfastness 

Inflexible,  and  that  fine  creed  of  youth, 

That  what  is  straight  is  best.     That  glory  has  fled, 

And  nothing  left  but  droning  chronicle 

Of  creeping  sinuosity  of  man 

Drawn  to  the  pole  of  gain.     If  Truth  impede 

Their  desperate  path,  so  much  the  worse  for  Truth  ; 

And  if  a  lie  may  yield  monoply 

For  cozening  fools,  then  let  there  be  a  lie ! 
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Was  it  for  this  the  mighty  orators 

Moved  o'er  the  troubled  pool  within  the  heart 

Of  the  oppressed  long  dead  and  gone — oh,  hear 

The  stately  and  harmonious  march  that  shakes 

The  walls  of  tyranny  ;  break,  break  the  door 

Shutting  delight  of  life  from  misery  ; 

Throw  open  the  proaulion  of  joy 

To  all  humanity  !  'Tis  but  a  dream 

I  weave  within  the  woods ;  the  winged  words, 

The  exaltation,  the  sword  unscabbarded, 

A  holy  light  piercing  upon  its  blade, 

Burned  a  terrific  ardour  into  souls 

More  lucent  with  high  destiny  than  we  ! 

The  undiscoverable  charm  shall  nevermore 

Blow  through  us  with  the  honey-scented  winds 

Like  fairy  lore  within  the  petalled  heart 

Of  children  peering  with  enchanted  eyes 

At  infinite  perils  in  a  rose's  bloom. 

Of  old  our  fathers  looked  unto  the  clouds 

Fretting  the  secret  places  of  the  hills 

With  wandering  rain,  whispering  "  She  is  there." 

And  when  the  lightning  smote  the  wailing  trees, 

And  thunder  shook  the  pasture,  men  have  watched 

The  dizzy  height  where  Freedom  moved  above 

Catastrophe  rebellious  of  the  storm, 

Wearily  sighing,  "  Oh,  that  her  step  should  fall 

Upon  the  bitter  stone  beneath  the  door 
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Of  the  sad  temple  of  the  myriad  hearts 
Silent  within  the  tearful  mist  of  prayer." 
This  was  the  guarded  vision  of  the  day, 
The  sleeper's  solace  when  the  night  let  fall 
Her  vast  wings  to  encompass  every  grief 
With  pity  softer  than  the  softest  wave 
Girdling  a  moat  and  chastened  by  the  moon. 

I  know  not  if  the  heart  ever  deceived 

The  brain  that  trusted  her  when  ways  were  dark, 

Thought  a  complexity,  triumph  despaired, 

Paths  steep  to  the  far-shining  goal,  and  pain 

A  fabric  in  the  shuttle  of  the  mind 

For  ever  wearing  doubt,  despondency. 

Thence  to  be  led  by  secret  prophecies, 

Welled  in  the  heart  and  to  her  scarce  revealed 

Till  her  own  desolation  gushed  them  forth 

To  be  a  strength  inscrutable  to  the  mind 

Faint  with  endeavour,  this  is  ecstacy  ! 

To  take  from  evil  its  celestial  part, 

Warped  and  dishonoured,  the  imperial  force 

Turned  to  debasing  ends  ;  in  the  lowest  deep 

Of  tyranny  to  feel  the  chambering  light 

Through  all  the  darkness ;  and  to  brave  renown, 

The  pride  precipitant  of  sovereignty 

Rooted  within  tradition  ;  to  amaze 

The  spirit  within  herself ;  to  storm  the  towers 
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Sodden  with  blood  and  tears,  where  cruelty 

Broke  humanity's  hearc ;  to  wake  with  horn 

Loveliest  Freedom  in  her  castle  woods, 

She  with  soft  invocation  murmuring  ; 

"  Be  with  me,  my  beloved,  evermore  !  " 

Oh,  this  was  potency  of  being  !     Life 

Swirls  a  confusing  main  of  tediousness 

Day  after  day  till  the  olympian  hour 

Kolls  a  colossal  wave  of  thought  that  breaks 

In  trembling  glory  on  strange  promontories. 

Hearts  are  but  human,  and  would  slumber  where 

Fond  other  hearts  have  nourished  them  and  died, 

Sweet  is  remembrance  trellising  a  grave. 

But  the  fierce  hour  will  come,  though  it  do  wait 

A  thousand  years,  when  all  is  flung  amain 

Into  a  rushing  tide.     Faith,  memory,  love, 

Pity,  and  agony,  and  wrath  are  fused  ; 

And  the  transfigured  soul  no  more  adides 

Within  a  temple  builded  on  the  sand. 

Much  do  we  feel  who  with  the  woods  commune, 

Bearing  a  salutation  in  our  eyes 

To  every  bird  scattering  rainbow  song. 

Thoughts  in  us  are  as  fountains  gushing  forth 

The  splendour  and  austerity  of  peace 

Untroubled  evermore,  we  hear  a  sound 

That  to  the  utter  world  is  barrenness, 
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A  river  of  comingling  love,  resolves, 

Eepentances,  and  adorations,  woven 

As  border  for  His  robe  who  touched  the  pines 

And  streamlets  with  a  blessed  wonder  shed 

On  e'en  the  poorest  shadow.     Far  away, 

Here  we  inherit  life  that  has  not  broken 

Passionate  and  regretful  waves  on  shores 

Cold  and  repellant,  with  their  harvest  strewn, 

The  wrecked  and  drowned.     Streams  are  our  lenten 

thoughts, 

Holy  and  chaste,  gathering  from  the  flowers, 
The  useful,  idle  fields,  winds  blowing  through 
The  secrecies  of  silence,  manna  fallen 
From  invisible  boughs,  wherewith  we  break 
Communion  with  the  spirit  shrined  in  God. 
Ye  that  inhabit  cities  from  the  light 
Of  nature  sundered,  where  grim  towers  let  fall 
Shadows  not  deep  enough  to  bury  grief, 
Homeless,  that  alway  has  a  home  unseen 
Within  men's  bosoms,  go  ye  to  the  hills 
Stand  where  the  forest  lifts  a  bridal  veil 
Before  the  glancing  sun,  hearken  with  joy 
To  birds,  winds,  brooks,  and  tufted  flowers  that  wave 
Through  pastures  and  majestic  scars  a  hymn 
Unearthly,  yet  upon  the  heart  bespread 
With  dew  of  solace  of  uplifted  prayer. 
Can  ye  not  wander  through  the  loitering  path 
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Of  Arcady  and  Tempe  in  these  isles, 
Suddenly  treading  where  a  song  has  slept, 
Fallen  from  birds  in  darkness,  and  revealed 
To  bending  ferns  the  triumph  of  high  heaven 
Ruffling  silky  wings.     Too  much  do  we  gain 
The  temporal,  losing  the  immortal  part. 
Less  have  we  than  Leucadian  youths  and  maids, 
Who  leaped  with  Sappho,  of  the  flawless  heart, 
That  broods  upon  a  creek  and  with  it  flows 
Contented  to  the  shores  of  old  romance. 

Oh,  barren  lives  that  have  forsaken  fields 

For  stony  commerce,  know  ye  not  the  hour 

Cometh  when  all  the  trappings  of  the  world 

Fall  like  a  column  when  volcanoes  quake, 

And  with  veiled  eyes  we  look  athwart  the  wave 

Once  floating  sails  by  youth's  enchanted  mere 

Beyond  the  mountains,  where  the  naiads  hid 

All  day  the  moon  from  the  beleaguering  sun. 

Pools  with  a  shadowy  ottoman  of  fern 

Come  to  us  where  the  creek  had  thrown  a  loop, 

Too  happy  to  haste  by  the  trees  wherein 

Birds  framed  a  stair  of  imperceptible  song. 

They  are  no  more — but,  hark  !  we  hear  old,  strange, 

Forgotten  noises,  seneschals  of  sleep 

In  tangled  solitude,  who,  never  seen, 

Drowsed  every  breath  of  Summer  in  our  eyes. 
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'Tis  but  Imagination  !     Children  start, 

Hearing  a  voice  that  music  woos  to  live 

In  her  soft  palace ;  they  do  know  her  charm 

That  lies  upon  her  brow ;  they  cannot  touch 

The  estuary  of  glory  floating  them 

Far  from  the  forest  to  the  world's  great  sea. 

Now  it  is  strange  to  us,  the  magi  live 

No  more  who  could  interpret  ;  ah,  the  pain  ! 

Our  hearts  were  those  magicians  long  ago, 

But  we  have  bartered  them  for  sudden  gold, 

And  the  most  blessed  can  but  faintly  call 

From  a  remote  recess  some  shining  words, 

That  once  carressed  the  heart  from  lips  a-cold  ; 

Covering  their  sweetness  with  unbidden  tears. 

Ah  !  'tis  the  saddest  lot  humanity 

Has  drawn  from  the  impassive  urn  of  fate 

That  in  the  mirk  air  of  high-shouldering  towns 

The  spinning  vertigoes  of  labour  cramp 

The  wild  emotion  born  into  the  soul ; 

That  would  make  boats  of  every  ivory  cloud 

To  sail  far  down  to  the  Oceanides. 

The  statesman,  the  philosopher,  the  priest 

Looking  upon  the  smouldering  vent  that  smokes, 

Threatening  evermore,  speak  parables 

To  ears  that  understood  not ;  oh,  forsooth, 

They  offer  suffrages,  shibboleths,  prayers, 
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To  children  sundered  from  delight ;  for  such 

Are  the  enkennelled  poor,  who  never  see 

The  sun  but  over  clanking  factories, 

Or  feel  a  wind  that  is  not  drenched  with  soot. 

Men  are  we,  and  we  do  not  lick  the  stones 

For  slimy  offal,  and  curl  down  to  sleep 

Like  pariahs  satisfied.     The  sleepless  eye 

Of  sorrow  staring  at  oppressive  walls 

Bounding  the  mental  world  of  poverty 

Looks  far  beyond  the  main  to  where  a  foot 

Makes  happy  bells  of  laughter  through  the  fields 

For  children  who  romp  with  Joy,  she  lulling  down 

Her  tirelessness  so  they  shall  clutch  her  robe. 

Vain  images  of  anguish  !     Have  we  not 

Child  aching  hands,  so  many  prized  assets 

In  budge  statistics  ;  do  they  not  lead  on 

The  car  of  commerce ;  do  not  children  toil 

Drab  days  laborious,  to  the  sullen  hour 

Of  tired  monotony  ?     I  look  where  vice 

Comes  specious,  debonair,  slanting  a  ray 

Gilded  with  blithesomeness  to  these  that  moan  : 

The  day  is  heavy  on  us,  labour  waits 

With  still  persistence  ;  through  the  Summer  morn, 

The  Winter  fog,  her  rugged  frown  is  near ; 

And  we  do  sit  impatient  to  be  done 

With  fardels  too  oppressive.     Let  us  be 

Something  the  light  resembles,  or  the  kid 
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Leaping  within  the  shadow  of  the  fern 

In  glades  the  tui  knows.     Virtue  will  give 

A  twenty  years  of  toiling  evermore 

For  pittances,  hard  usage — welcome  vice, 

Hard  paymaster,  but  not  so  hard  as  men, 

Pillars  of  prayer,  masters  of  sweating  jails! 

Ah !     'tis  the  saddest  of  all  truths  revealing 

Fair  destiny  dishonoured.     Men  must  grieve 

At  immemorial  tears  the  weak  shall  shed, 

Who  struggling  fall  to  the  catastrophe 

The  most  reverberating,  souls  debased. 

The  price  we  pay  for  garrets  mullet  packed, 

Infancy  with  decreptitude  of  crime, 

Innocence  the  plaything  of  the  debauched, 

Breaks  at  the  source  the  majesty  of  race  ; 

The  fountain  is  polluted,  babes  are  found 

Not  in  the  cradle,  but  the  sepulchre. 

Dear  land  for  this  I  blame  thee  not  alone, 

That  we  lack  little  feet  about  the  door, 

That  now  a  pantomime  of  gaiety 

Is  dearer  to  the  woman's  heart  than  love, 

That  is  indeed  love  most  when  dowered  with  pain. 

Oh !    to  be  homely  is  too  obsolete ; 

Better  the  giddy  emptiness  of  froth 

Spun  in  the  whirlpool  of  a  tide  that  sweeps 

Inevitably  from  the  heights  to  fill 

Unfathomable  gulfs  than  mountain  tarn  ; 
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All  day  the  mirror  of  revolving  clouds, 
Grey,  vestal  forests  holy  ;  through  the  night 
A  recompense  for  the  tired  flame  of  stars 
Soothing  itself  within  the  softness  lapped 
Through  the  addulced  shade.     The  time  has  been 
Our  days  were  nearer  friends  to  quietness 
Than  strutting  clamour.     Never  pioneer 
Loved  labour  but  his  figure  was  transfigured 
Upon  the  summit.     Prone  the  mighty  woods 
Before  his  lion  heart ;  and  oft  eve's  star 
Glowed  through  her  veil  uplifting  ere  he  returned 
From  battle  with  his  peers  the  stubborn  hills. 
Year  after  year  a  sacrament  of  toil 
Purified,  thought  came  like  a  Summer  cloud, 
Slow,  but  persuading  from  the  heat  of  day 
Delicious  depth  of  shadow.     Nature  gave 
Her  broad,  beneficent  bosom,  that  has  held 
A  thousand  generations.     What  is  man 
But  her  faint  acolyte  where  she  is  priest; 
Drawing  the  subtle  essence  of  His  love 
From  toil  and  torment  of  her  globed  powers. 

The  morning  sways  a  silky  canopy 

Above  the  strait  where  D'Urville  sleeps ;  and  sounds 

From  infant  isles  of  the  melodious  North 

Are  disentangled  from  the  flawless  winds 

Coasting  coralline  girdles,  falling  here 
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With  the  delight  to  buffet  equal  lords, 

Precipices,  and  towers,  of  aching  stone, 

Bleak  with  their  gazing  at  a  thousand  years. 

Dost  thou,  Titahi,  rugged  and  secure 

Though  earthquake  tremble  feel  their  inner  voice, 

Multitudinous  echo  of  wide  foam  ? 

Where  oftentime  the  green  of  an  atoll, 

Palm-ridden,  spaces  liquid  syllables 

From  the  weltering  ocean.     Far  beyond 

Those  inaccessible  facets  to  the  sun, 

Shadowy,  and  un visited  by  sails 

Dreaming  through  madrepores,  the  citadels 

Legend  has  crenelated,  parapets 

Glowing  athwart  the  rosy  dawn  of  Time, 

Cities  of  Abraham  whisper  the  wind 

That  lulls  my  gaze  and  faints  upon  thy  scar. 

The  wild  heath  and  the  rock  beneath  me  fade, 

All  venerable  is  the  main  that  rolls 

Blue  as  fathomless  Time.     The  ivory  wave 

Of  Malabar  sonorous  slides  below, 

Breath  of  cinnamon  gale  Ceylon  has  blown, 

The  spices  of  Molucca ;  Jiddah  sails 

That  beat  through  vext  hour  where  the  flaming  Sun 

From  Ararat  lances  Aleppo  gleam 

Ghostly  where  Mana's  table  rock  reprieves 

The  bowy  curve  of  sand  from  turbulent  tide. 

Oh,  lovely  paradise  that  lies  revealed 
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To  the  most  humble  so  it  be  a  mind 

All  spiritual ;  that  conjures  the  past 

To  gush  a  wave  of  wild  profusion  round 

Her  loneliness  of  meditation,  bedew 

The  heaven  of  all  good  deeds  and  shadowy  thought 

Within  her  !     What  to  me  the  sheer  descent, 

Thunder-shaken  and  foam  lit,  of  the  scar, 

The  sea  fowl's  cry,  the  unavailing  dirge 

Torn  from  the  dying  wave,  if  I  look  through 

The  eyes  of  a  great  soul  long  dead  and  gone ; 

Who  cast  a  spell  of  goodness  on  things  evil, 

Leaving  the  ^orld  the  guerdon  of  a  life 

Strenuous  for  the  perfect.     I  am  he 

Momentarily,  lifted  with  the  cloud 

Nearer  to  heaven.     For  this  I  thank  ye,  wind, 

Sea,  and  coralline  brede,  orient  foam, 

Shimmer  and  shadow  of  white  walls  and  towers, 

Damascene  pavillions.     To  lift  me  up 

To  ethereal  amplitude  of  soul 

Is  greater  than  all  warrior  renown. 

Oh,  softly  blow  ye  winds  where  Cloudy  Bay 
Yearns  to  that  happy  vale  where  I  have  breathed 
Morn  of  a  perished  day.     If  eyes  long  closed, 
That  watched  me  in  the  vintage  fields  of  youth, 
Look  farther  than  your  compass  of  proud  leagues, 
Never  shall  they  behold  a  happiness 
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Within  me  wheresoe'er  I  go  that  falls 

E'en  as  the  shadow  of  the  shade  that  fell 

From  Joy's  wings  ever  folding  to  unfold. 

Ye  radiant  hills  that  share  a  blessed  light 

No  more  to  me  revealed  since  I  have  lost 

That  ecstacy  of  life  that  all  receives 

Unconscious  as  the  bird  receives  the  shade, 

The  airy  tent  of  his  emerging  song ; 

What  shall  inhabit  your  serene  abodes 

If  not  the  thought  of  them  that  sadly  build 

Fond  altars  of  remembrance  far  away  ! 

They  have  no  other  dower,  no  song  makes  moan, 

No  legend  like  a  vine-leaf  clings  to  them, 

Plaintive  of  glory.     In  the  azure  past 

Not  e'en  a  cloud  has  wreathed  a  secret  spot 

Where  gods  have  smiled  and  loosed  a  hidden  brook 

To  gush  from  rocks  impregnable,  to  thank 

With  an  immortal  song  the  shades  austere 

Linked  evermore  to  their  divinity. 

Lovely  as  are  the  hills,  and  flecked  the  Sounds 

With  light  and  shadow  floating  evermore 

Imperishable  peace,  I  would  the  cloud 

And  the  long  stair  of  gold  disturbed  the  dust 

Scattered  on  graves  where  ancient  melody 

Breathes  an  imaginary  lore,  and  moves 

The  springs  of  solemn  meditation  sunk 

Far  from  the  garish  day.     There  is  a  power 
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Folded  within  us  that  the  stubborn  pride 

The  world  nets  round  us  never  can  unveil. 

It  moveth  for  the  pure  and  contrite  heart, 

Loving  the  holy  past  and  all  dear  words, 

Comfort  from  unremembered  lips  that  speak 

From  darkness  a  revealing  equity. 

There  is  a  sacred  temple,  we  may  touch 

The  precincts  of  its  glory  and  receive 

Rapture  we  know  not  whither,  and  rejoice 

Like  cuckoo  loosened  through  the  breath  of  Spring, 

That  never  knew  the  parent  of  its  joy. 

Isles,  had  ye  been  where  Greece  beheld  the  morn 

Touch  with  soft  foot  the  looping  Cyclades 

Ye  had  been  worshipped  at  Achaean  hearths  ; 

Yon  mighty  talisman  of  crag  that  proves 

The  ponderable  fall  of  the  tired  sea 

Had  loomed  mysterious  and  dread  before 

Antiquity's  young  heart.     Far,  far  aloof, 

Where  Egmont  fades  into  the  sleeping  blue, 

Forlorn  Hephasstus  of  the  utter  world 

With  fire  outworn,  furies  had  flung  repulse, 

Adamantine  cruelty,  and  disdain 

For  all  men.     Islands,  capes,  peninsulas, 

Ye  have  no  brede  of  sorrow  if  no  might 

Impregnates  us  beholding.     Magic  sails 

Blow  not  around  ye,  nor  a  mermaid  cries 

For  the  lost   oam  where  Aphrodite  sprung 
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Irradiate,  lighter  upon  the  morn 

Than  all  the  vows  Love  ever  smiled  away  ! 

What  if  we  keep  no  sacrificial  day, 

When  all  the  heart  of  a  mysterious  time 

Moves  in  us  far-descended,  if  we  wreathe 

No  tower,  no  altar,  colonnade,  or  cliff, 

Where  Time  has  let  a  fascination  fall, 

Unperceivable  magic,  to  awake 

Remembrances  enchanted  evermore. 

There  is  a  light  far-shining,  yet  unseen, 

Beyond  the  verge  of  our  dim  day,  where  glow 

Thought  and  achievement,  and  the  creeping  globe, 

That  Time  retardeth  infinitely  slow, 

Shall  gather  moments  when  our  souls  are  lit 

With  inexpressible  delight  that  cleaves 

To  invocation  flowing  from  above, 

Higher  than  the  highest  that  here  has  dwelled. 

To  live  through  exaltation  of  an  hour 

Lifting  us  from  the  dank  and  trodden  fields 

Where  multitudinous  feet  have  worn  a  path 

Searching  for  Truth  shall  be  an  ecstacy 

Poured  through  us.     Far  away  the  trumpets  sound 

For  man  ascending,  overwhelming  powers 

That  shall  retard  his  utterance  with  the  true ; 

The  shadow  of  the  perfect  that  shall  be 

Within  us  when  the  people  see  the  flame 
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Lucent  of  righteousness  and  equity 

Fall  on  the  palaces  and  lowly  roofs, 

Portion  of  all  men,  standing  in  the  light 

With  marvelling  awe  but  equal  to  the  blaze. 

Whatsoever  we  do,  whate'er  is  willed 

By  the  inscrutable,  the  path  lies  hid 

Oft  through  the  swamp  of  desolation,  fog 

Bewildering  and  harsh  thorns ;  but,  oh,  we  rise 

To  things  unutterable  in  the  past ; 

Reason  the  sanctuary  of  weary  faith, 

Justice,  and  the  sweet  savour  of  shut  deeds, 

Bestowal  unrevealed  ;  renouncement  sweet, 

Whose  sovereignty  is  sacrifice,  shall  be 

Crown  of  all  glories  !     Never  do  I  doubt 

That  in  the  large  life  of  a  clearer  day, 

Loftier  than  Lucretian  majesty, 

Purer  than  holiest  thought  of  Socrates, 

Unladen  by  divine  hands  of  foul  wrong, 

Where  men  are  more  than  shadows  of  the  light, 

Ay,  even  stars  through  lowly  orbits  strewn, 

Thy  children,  land  of  promise,  shall  break  bread 

Of  solemn  sacrament  with  them  that  strive 

To  win  fulfilling  heights  !     And  they  shall  be 

Dowered  with  the  splendid  heart  that  aches  to  rise 

Above  the  limitation  of  the  mind, 

Illuminated  by  the  lamp  of  soul ! 

What  though  we  dwell  a  little  while  and  sleep 
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Beneath  the  drums  and  tramplings,  men  shall  hold 

From  our  dead  bones  the  fief  of  majesty 

That  shall  encompass  the  wide  world  ;  our  thoughts 

Lie  not  within  our  graves,  but,  purified 

To  the  last  bourn,  perfection,  live  in  men 

Hereafter  to  arise  ;  to  whom  our  names 

Are  shadowy  nebulae,  that  do  illume, 

Kemote,  mysterious,  the  ancient  night, 

Poised  in  the  darkness  like  delivering  stars. 

Thus  we  inherit  from  the  mighty  dead 

Thought  too  impalpable  for  them  to  fuse 

To  glowing  words,  the  trail  of  Wisdom's  robe  ; 

Sounds  that  we  gather  into  harmony 

Above  their  adoration.     We  shall  pass 

Like  the  foam  by  the  beacon — still  it  points 

The  doubting  sailor  ;  and  when  Time  has  slipped 

A  soft  fold  over  us,  and  we  are  stirred 

Never  by  silken  murmur  of  a  wind 

Bathed  with  the  tears  of  those  remembering  us, 

And  they  themselves  are  memory-sunk,  a  light 

Will  fall  from  the  invisible  that  flames 

Fervent  and  radiant  through  our  good  deeds. 

Oh,  blessed  father  who  in  children  sees 

A  vein  too  rich  for  his  subduing  mind 

Hardly  conquering  evil,  a  delight 

Nearer,  though  immeasurable,  to  the  throne 

Than  he  has  soured  through  all  the  agony 
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Of  soul  aspiring.     Be  this  tender  joy 
Infinity  for  us  when  we  are  shades 
Watching  the  orbit  of  a  world  that  moves 
Ever  to  the  highest.     Oh,  ye  that  breathe 
The  common  air,  that  hear  the  thunder  roll, 
Whose  day  is  bordered  with  the  loveliness 
Entangling  all  things,  let  their  beauty  be 
Even  unworthy  of  the  loveliness 
Suffused  through  all  our  hearts,  that  shall  attain, 
By  power  above  the  storm  of  circumstance, 
And  wandering  mists  of  error  that  retard, 
To  triumph  more  enduring  than  we  know ! 


II. 
The    Garden. 

Now  the  hills  are  clear 
Birds  throw  wings  upon  the  breeze  that  follows 

Rain  that  thrust  a  spear 
Through  the  branches  in  manuka  hollows. 
Palmer  flowers  are  telling  crystal  beads, 

As  if  seclusion  there 

Were  not  eternal  prayer — 
Never  bud  an  absolution  needs. 

Song  is  pouring  through 

All  the  dome  of  blue 
Intricacy  of  melodious  air. 

I  alone  lack  gladness, 
She  is  far  away,  and  everywhere 

She  alone  charmeth  my  sadness. 
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Though  the  garden  weaves 
Paths  where  Joy  might  peep  at  little  elves 

Trellising  the  leaves, 
And  think  them  escaping  Loves  themselves ; 

Though  birds  close  with  delay 

Their  flutes  at  falling  day, 
'Tis  no  more  the  garden  I  have  seen ; 

For  she  will  never  tread 

By  turf  where  love  has  said 
Words  the  sweetest  that  have  ever  been. 

Though  clouds  float  Summer  gladness 

Over  fields  asleep 

In  mosses  cushion  deep, 

She  alone  charmeth  my  sadness. 


III. 
Thermidor. 

(The  Guillotine;. 

Lo  !     I  have  blood,  more  blood,  and  blood 

At  sunset  smears  the  city  walls, 

Eeek  of  the  dead  rolls  like  a  flood 

Over  the  roofs,  and  stagnant  palls 

Stifle  the  breath  of  all  that  tremble, 

That  day  and  night  through  me  dissemble — 

I  am  the  deity  who  calls! 

Oh,  sweat  ye  not  with  racking  fear  ? 
Hast  thou  a  little  one  that  sleeps 
Within  the  dread  of  Eobespierre  ? 
Shall  Fouquier  who  the  tally  keeps 
Of  ci-devants  who  gaily  perish 
Discover  not  the  wife  you  cherish  ? 
Barere  not  laugh  when  Virtue  weeps  ? 
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I  ani  the  blade  Desmoulins  felt, 
Proud  Antoinette  stared  at  the  gleam — 
Sometimes  I  make  the  idlers  melt 
For  children  roped  here  in  a  dream ; 
It  is  not  they  whose  hearts  are  shaken, 
But  those  bereft  of  love,  forsaken, 
Drowned  evermore  in  a  bloody  stream. 

I  had  not  touch  of  Mirabeau, 

But  Roland  shut  her  Grecian  eyes 

Within  my  wicket,  Vergniaud 

Beneath  me  but  an  echo  lies ; 

I  spread  my  roquelaure  of  scarlet 

On  priest  and  soldier,  nun  and  harlot, 

And  all  the  world  admiring  cries. 

I  heard  an  old  air  of  Provence 
Float  from  the  tumbrils  yester  eve, 
From  dying  girls  within  a  glance 
Of  more  than  love  could  ever  weave ! 
Before  the  heart  had  spent  its  beating 
A  melody  of  words  repeating 
The  tricnteuse  could  not  conceive ! 
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Some  say  that  Pouquier  sees  a  lake 

Of  blood  athwart  the  cobble  stones, 

Mayhap  at  night  the  wind  may  shake 

A  whiff  of  terror  through  his  bones. 

Good  Maximilien  will  not  palter 

With  his  convictions,  at  her  altar 

Will  worship  Reason  wreathed  with  groans  ! 

When  Danton's  face  was  twitching  here, 

And  men  saw  ruggedness  of  soul, 

By  yonder  pillar  Robespierre 

Blinked  furtive  at  the  drums  a-roll ; 

What  heard  he  in  their  rumbling?    Curses, 

A  ribald  day  that  Fear  rehearses, 

Trapped  like  a  rat  within  its  hole  ? 

To  rule  or  perish — Let  him  go; 

A  hundred  thousand  heads  must  fall; 

So  Marat  saw,  and  he  should  know, 

With  his  apocalyptic  call. 

Our  Liberty's  true  revelation 

Has  shown  the  Kings  in  trepidation 

I  am  the  monarch  of  them  all ! 


IV. 
Philada. 

When  lovely  Philada  is  treading  by  the  fairy  green 
I  never  think  the  morn  unkind,  or  any  blowing  keen, 
And  when  she  glimmers  through  the  mist  the  climbing 

sun  has  furled 
I  know  she  bears  a  greater  light  from  some  diviner 

world. 

When  Death  has  come  from  far  away  and  lifted  up 

our  door, 
And  Sorrow's  feet  are  quivering  near  our  desolated 

floor, 
The  heart  that  broke  its  bonds  with  heaven  through 

careless  ways  to  roam 
Returns  upon  forgotten  tide,  and  fondly  finds  a  home ! 

So  she  like  them  has  brought  me  more  than  life  can 

ever  know 
And  be  the  same  it  was  before,  for  she,  and  Death, 

and  Woe, 
Are  fountains  of  celestial  light,  that  round  the  heart 

is  strewn 
As  pure  as  are  the  waters  consecrated  by  the  Moon  ! 


V. 

Harry    Albert    Atkinson. 

(Karori  Cemetery. ) 

Earth  that  holds  him,  he  withheld 
From  the  vulgar  herd  the  tide 
That  within  his  spirit  welled; 
Here  he  sleepeth  sanctified, 
Like  a  kauri  monarch  felled. 

From  the  triumph  of  the  North, 
Where  the  battle  shook  the  boughs, 
By  the  shade  of  Egmont's  wrath, 
Thunder- menace  of  his  brows, 
He  with  Constancy  came  forth ! 

Brow  with  all  the  ruggedness 
Roman  lapidary  carved 
Never  let  the  shrine  confess 
That  its  marble  urn  was  halved 
With  remotest  tenderness. 
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He  was  steadfast,  he  was  true, 
Like  the  breeze  that  finds  the  cliff 
Whatsoe'er  the  darkness  do, 
Like  the  ripple  to  the  skiff 
Was  his  heart  to  them  that  knew ! 

Labour  that  had  never  gleaned 
Tithe  of  its  delicious  rest 
Broke  the  heart  that  duty  weaned 
From  the  quiet  of  the  blest — 
Till,  worn  out,  on  death  he  leaned. 

Hear !    oh  land,  to  whom  he  gave 
All  the  absolute  design 
Of  his  strenuous  thought,  the  grave 
Keeps  him,  he  can  make  no  sign, 
Not  a  memory  can  crave  ! 

But  you  will  not  let  him  fall 
From  the  grateful  heart  that  keeps 
With  the  dead  a  festival, 
Where  remembrance  never  weeps, 
Though  love  shadoweth  it  all ! 

We  shall  gather  from  his  shade 
High  endeavour,  word  austere 
Of  the  truth  that  he  has  made 
Pole  for  tribune  chart,  and  here 
We  shall  tremble,  unafraid  ! 


VI. 
Hans    Andersen. 

Dear  master  of  the  faint  flute  of  the  herbs, 
The  crystal  revel  of  the  stream  that  flows 
By  magic  furrows  .where  the  wind  disturbs 
Rich  drony  moths  upon  the  plaited  rose  ; 
Alone  thou  hearest  where  the  wild  swan  dips 
His  crest  beneath  the  torrent  of  the  morn, 

0t 

Alone  thou  seest  from  his  tender  lips 
The  sun's  last  smile  to  fairy  Matterhorn. 

The  nightingale  that  in  a  forest  spent 
Her  lovely  soul  in  music  for  a  lord 
Of  empiry,  distilling  bland  content, 
Threw  all  herself  to  thee  as  thou  adored. 
She  is  not  of  the  earth,  and  thou  art  free 
From  low  communion,  like  her  quivering  wings, 
That  ache  for  all  despair  that  song  can  be, 
Th'  impenetrable  heart  of  sacred  things ! 
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Through  thee  the  lowliest  do  achieve  renown, 
The  unsought  grace  of  solitude  is  theirs, 
But  thou  dost  give  such  eremites  a  crown, 
From  thee  they  take  our  happiness  and  tears. 
What  though  the  violet  leans  athwart  a  stone, 
And  hears  but  rivulet  or  nightingale, 
Her  secrecies  surprised  by  thee  alone 
Shall  charm  young  hearts  in  immemorial  tale. 

What  largesse  of  all  magic !     Does  the  bird 
Lament  thee  in  her  thicket  ?     Shall  her  note 
Fall  where  alone  a  stealthy  leaf  is  stirred 
By  sleeping  castle  in  a  sleepy  moat, 
And  never  heart  be  there  her  song  to  tell 
Nor  any  cunning  weaver  of  her  brain  ? 
Shall  we  for  ever  watch  the  citadel, 
And  never  see  the  sanctuary  again? 


VII. 

Australia — 1st    January,    1901 

Now  let  a  sweet,  unsullied  light 
Fall  on  her,  that  she  be  too  bright 

For  the  abhorred  stain 

Of  evil  to  remain  ! 

That  all  her  chancellors  do  learn 
The  impulse  of  a  vestal  urn, 

To  guard  her  altars  here 

A  sanctuary  austere. 

Oh  !  may  her  seneschals  withold 
From  alien  brood  her  virgin  fold, 

That  hears  no  jarring  sword 

Unto  her  last  fiord ! 

What  sacred  fire  descend  to  man 
Be  dedicated  to  her  plan, 

To  make  her  empire  sweet 

With  liberty  complete ; 
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Not  such  as  bastard  laws  may  dole, 
The  gift  of  the  impoverished  soul, 
That  feels  the  common  air 
And  knows  not  God  is  there! 

She  is  the  enviable  state, 
Who  proudly  watches  in  her  gate 
The  continents  outworn 
With  wretchedness  forlorn ; 

And  all  her  tender  eyes  agleam 
With  the  enchantment  of  a  dream 

Revealing  years  and  joys 

In  lovely  equipoise ! 

So,  wheresoe'er  her  breezes  call 
Athwart  her  forests  there  shall  fall 
The  dews  of  perfect  peace 
On  her  appointed  fleece  ; 

Till  other  nations  shall  achieve 
Her  shadowy  goal,  and  with  her  weave 
The  visions  she  doth  tell 
From  her  orient  shell ! 


VIII. 

Unattainable. 

Stainless  icicle  so  cold, 

Was  there  ever  heart  so  bold, 

Made  a  mastery  so  felt, 

That  your  spirit  could  but  melt? 

From  love's  fiery-laden  eyes 
Looking  on  you  to  surmise 
All  your  magic  you  do  turn, 
Like  a  vestal  to  her  urn. 

In  to-morrow  there  may  be 
Such  a  sun  to  conquer  thee 
As  shall  win  the  sleeping  soul 
Hidden  from  us  at  its  pole ; 

He  shall  gather  all  the  light 
Shielded  from  all  other  sight, 
Bathe  in  the  mysterious  stream 
That  to  others  is  a  dream ! 


IX. 

Echo. 

Sweet  echo  so  divinely  heard 
Distributing  a  spirit  word, 
How  rich  the  benison  you  give 
For  weary  listeners  to  receive ! 

Prom  thee  all  touch  of  human  stress 
Has  vanished  into  nothingness, 
And  thou  art  what  the  soul  may  be, 
A  fount  of  beauty  none  can  see ! 

From  thee  returning  every  sound 
Is  cleansed  from  all  that  held  it  bound, 
E'en  as  the  prayer  to  heaven  we  made 
Within  its  answering  love  is  laid; 

But  oh  !     how  far  above  the  earth 
That  gave  the  fond  petition  birth, 
With  all  the  gratefulness  and  calm 
That  radiate  from  cloister  psalm! 

Be  thine  the  grace  for  every  dqed, 
To  sow  with  an  enchanted  seed, 
That  every  tender  word  may  prove 
An  overflowing  fount  of  love  I 


X. 

Lucius. 

Thou,  that  hast  found  too  early  sleep, 
In  fond  remembrance  dost  remain, 
All  lovely  thought  for  thee  doth  keep 
Her  unforgettable  refrain 
In  Sorrow's  wilderness  of  pain. 

Oh!  charmed,  beloved,  when  night  is  near, 
And  folds  thee  in  a  dreamless  rest, 
Thoughts  that  the  garish  daylight  fear 
Encompass  thee,  and  thou  art  prest 
By  love  to  Memory's  sad  breast! 


XI. 

In    the    Grass. 

Like  the  touch  of  mercy  spread 

Over  pain's  despair, 

In  the  grass  about  my  head, 

Sunbeams,  ye  are  there, 

Where  the  wind  all  night  has  rolled 

Till  the  earth  herself  be  cold. 

Heart,  that  never  sees  the  morn 
With  unshadowed  smiles, 
Hears  the  bird  upon  the  thorn 
Of  the  tangled  miles 
He  will  scatter  through  the  day 
Sing  what  Joy  herself  might  say ; 

Follow  with  the  brambly  breeze, 

Loosened  everywhere, 

Till  he  faint  on  magic  seas 

Charted  not  by  Care, 

Whose  melodious  ripples  fail 

Neath  Delights  enchanted  sail. 

There  some  shadow  may  surround, 

Fallen  from  old  trees, 

Rooted  in  a  sacred  ground, 

Graves  of  poets'  ease, 

Who  have  suffered,  let  their  pain 

Win  thee  from  regret  again ! 


XII. 

Cape    Solitude. 

"And  I  was  taught  to  feel 
The  self-sufficing  power  of  solitude." 

On  this  still  promontory  all  the  winds 

Breathe  unpolluted,  undefiled  by  stews 

Of  swarming  cities — Ah!    to  stand  at  gaze, 

To  watch  the  everlasting  roller  fall, 

Eeverberating  thunder.     Thou,  my  soul, 

Clipped  from  the  matted  labour  that  retards 

The  spirit  to  her  dawn,  shalt  leap  the  wave, 

And  span  the  rainbow  in  wild  ecstacy, 

For  this  is  solitude  from  the  swart  world. 

From  the  far  time  the  young  hours  beat  their  wings, 

Immaculate  for  any  sin  of  man, 
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Nothing  has  frighted  here ;  nothing  of  dread, 

Nor  any  grief,  joy,  wrath,  pain,  love,  despair, 

Has  ever  habited  this  cloister  marge; 

It  is  the  chancel  God  created  it, 

As  if  the  cherubim  alone  had  traced 

Their  footfall  where  the  wind  and  wave  adored ! 

Therefore,  with  fond  submission  to  the  silence 

Folding  with  viewless  wand  the  strenuous  gales 

Till  their  insistence  sleeps,  this  is  my  fane, 

Where  the  drenched  murmur  of  the  fretted  caves, 

Under  a  tapestry  of  trailing  foam, 

Lulls  me  afar  from  labour's  plangent  coil. 

Oh!  Life,  that  art  o'er  running  into  death, 

With  sorrow  indestructible,  return 

Upon  the  adamantine  wheels  of  time, 

Beyond  the  dawn  of  knowledge,  when  our  race 

Held  fealty  to  God  with  flower  and  bird, 

Taking  the  azure  with  the  forest  ridge, 

And  bathed  in  it  with  our  coeval,  Joy  ! 

There  has  departed  from  the  greying  earth 

A  symmetry  of  life,  a  recompense, 

A  fount  of  ecstacy — the  eagle  beats 

His  pennon  in  the  dome,  the  wave  returns 

To  the  dilated  beach,  the  flower  dissolves 

To  slow  fruition,  evermore  the  same 

As  when  the  chamber  of  the  dawn  was  flushed 


CAPE    SOLITUDE.  51 

Once,  and  forever  !     But  our  souls  are  clogged, 
Fled  is  the  unsubstantial  pageantry, 
The  wilderness  of  happiness,  where  youth 
Strayed  with  soft  fingers  gathered  in  the  robe 
Of  morning  moving  on  the  mountain  tops ! 

Thou  hill  whose  summit  looks  athwart  the  main 

Unto  the  outer  verge,  where  visions  glow 

Of  shadowy  sails  as  gossamer  as  the  wings 

Swaying  the  nenuphar  within  the  mere, 

Before  the  chartless  sailor  ever  stole 

Into  this  sanctuary,  this  solemn  sea, 

Thou  with  thy  thunder-splintered  altars  kept 

A  solitary  vigil  with  the  stars, 

And  the  upspringing  sun  ;  thy  very  peak 

These  myriad  years  has  slumbered  to  God's  smile, 

No  farther  from  his  habitabtion  holy 

Then  when  his  immemorial  veiling  light 

Plunged  to  thy  pillars  founded  in  the  sea. 

No  farther  thou  from  the  eternal  past 

Then  yestereve's  dead  moonlight ;  what  to  thee 

The  centuries  asleep,  forgotten  graves 

Of  nations  unremembered,  gods  o'erthrown? 

And  wheresoe'er  my  gaze,  a  majesty 

Of  strength  imperviable,  with  a  yoke 

Only  of  clouds,  that  gather  from  thee  more 

Than  they  distribute  ;  shelter  from  the  winds, 
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And  sleep  within  thy  precipices,  power 

To  be  immoveable,  immaculate 

From  exhalations  of  the  weeping  wold. 

Placid  eternity!    But  where  are  they, 

Our  unsuspecting,  shadowless  thoughts  of  God, 

Of  dread,  illimitable,  potency, 

The  ever-present  feeling  of  a  hand 

To  break  with  sorrow's  burden,  or  to  smoothe 

The  happier  path  to  happiness  unflawed  ? 

The  spirit  we  create  within  ourselves, 

It  comes  not  like  the  sun,  or  waters  moving, 

Or  wind  upon  the  mountains,  unevoked, 

But  with  a  multitudinous  agony  of  birth, 

Unguerdonable,  with  no  sweet  repose 

For  the  sad  heart  that  aching  shelters  it. 

Oh  !  too  much  moved  from  the  crystalline  depth 

Of  thought  once  near  the  fountain  of  all  life ; 

Blurred  is  the  ancient  sweet  translucency, 

Far  have  we  wandered,  meditation  sere, 

Frigid  philosophy,  unfailing  doubt, 

Wither  all  exaltation,  all  that  stirs 

Man's  proud  but  dutiful  spirit  that  is  one 

With  every  moving  splendour  of  the  globe, 

And  the  elusive  sanctuary  of  love, 

So  unimaginable,  unrevealed ! 
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For  thee,  when  brooding  where  the  lapsing  wave 

Ceases  to  soothe  the  melancholy  sand, 

Bearing  the  harmony  of  the  infinite, 

A  murmurous,  faint  echo  myriad-lost 

Bound  the  huge-spinning  globe — if  thou  art  meet, 

Thy  spirit  shall  involve  itself  with  sound, 

Chambered  within  a  labyrinthine  light, 

That  never  organ  trembled,  never  lute 

Trailed  on  the  Summer  night ;  Music  herself, 

The  loveliest  of  God's  angels,  chasubled 

In  a  celestial  glory.     She  doth  bear 

From  her  abode  into  the  heart  of  man 

Something  that  is  not  in  the  wandering  sea, 

The  listening  forest,  or  the  cataract  leaping 

With  the  bowy  glory  of  the  summit ; 

A  voice  to  the  still  ear  inaudible, 

So  mutely  melting  on  the  sleeping  soul 

That  she  awakens  knowing  that  her  God, 

With  an  impassioned  humbleness,  is  there. 

In  every  wave  issuing  from  the  womb 

Of  the  untiring  ocean  there  is  hid 

A  thought,  a  wonder,  for  thee,  never  known 

To  a  forerunner;  irrevocable 

The  mood  it  sprayed  upon  thee  as  the  trumpets 

Blown  for  the  victor  in  Persepolis. 

Each  heart  has  an  abundance  to  bestow 

Of  fragrant  impulses ;  how  sweet  to  leave, 
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Like  the  spent  foam  on  the  uplooking  sand, 
In  a  sad  life  resemblance  all  too  faint, 
Yet  an  ineffable  delight,  a  wave 
Of  far  off  loveliness  of  thought  that  sinks 
Through  the  incalculable  on  the  soul. 

If  younder  cloud,  piloted  by  a  breeze, 

Loosens  itself  above  a  dreaming  wood 

In  silent  tribute  of  far-woven  rain 

From  the  Pacific,  and  white  temple  shores 

Of  isles  uncharted ;  if  one  little  shower 

Choose  but  a  little  rood  for  benison, 

Weaving  a  giddy  lattice  in  the  shade 

For  sunbeams  from  the  neighbouring  groves  to 

thread 

In  curven  splendour ;  shall  the  roofless  scars, 
The  long-drooped  fields,  the  fastnesses  of  silence 
In  mossy  shallows,  pine  for  the  desire 
Of  the  rain's  softness ;  and  no  wind  disturb 
These  cojfs  of  slumber,  winnowing  a  rain 
For  the  mute  patience  of  the  motionless  ? 
Thou  more  than  these.     If  to  thee  come  amain 
Griefs  unassuaged,  if  lamentable  ills 
Waste  the  fair  morning  of  love's  star  that  sinks 
So  infinitely,  past  the  utter  verge 
Into  the  unforgettable ;  if  thou 
Compass  the  steep  path  of  the  world  with  heart 
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Too  full  of  wretchedness,  too  dark  for  Hope 
To  lift  her  soft  latch  that  her  radiant  feet 
Shall  soothe  the  echo  of  thy  desolate  floor ; 
Some  ray  of  heaven  shall  live  for  thee  alone, 
Fall  on  thee  in  the  dark-illumined  hour 
When  thou  dost  wander,  led  by  grief's  pale  star, 
Till  thou  art  touched  by  holy  miuistrants, 
Bowed  with  thee  in  the  shadowy  tent  of  prayer. 

There  is  a  loneliness  where  Sorrow  broods, 

Worn  out  within  the  aching  heart  of  men, 

Till  with  all  longing  of  poor  desolation 

She  would  be  solitary.     Seated,  mute, 

Sleep  brings  a  cradle  for  her  parching  eyes, 

That  look,  and  look,  and  wheresoe'er  they  gaze 

There  is  not  anything  but  misery 

In  all  the  haggard  world  that  she  doth  know. 

Perchance  she  slumbers  where  this  rock  achieves 

Stony  disdain  of  the  eternal  pools 

Spinning  their  snaky  coils  ;  the  dank  sea- weed 

Her  melancholy  pillow  ;  cold  cascades 

Of  baffled  foam  cover  her  feet  as  tears. 

Yet  is  the  shrill  wind  dirging  through  the  seas 

Fathom-sunk  children  sweeter  to  her  ear 

Than  the  sad  music  of  the  hearts  she  fills, 

That  wheresoe'er  she  wanders  clings  to  her. 

Sleep  is  her  only  friend  ;  therein  she  finds 
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The  charmed  hour  of  the  wretched.     To  awake 

Is  to  fold  up  the  glowing  page  of  love 

Revivified ;  the  tender  eyes  recalled 

With  their  expectancy  of  smiles  are  closed 

When  dreamland's  shutter,   in  the  solemn  hour 

Threading  the  cold  arch  of  the  morning  star, 

Lets  in  the  day  for  Sorrow  to  return 

Dumb  to  her  unendurable  domain. 

Oh !  heart  more  fortunate !     Within  the  woods, 

Beside  the  creek,  or  on  the  bouldered  hills, 

Where'er  thou  goest,  sacrifice  is  made, 

And  cleansing  comes  from  the  o'erstaining  world, 

If  thou  dost  labour  with  all  thankfulness, 

Fragrant  obedience  to  the  unseen  power, 

Till  the  external  law  is  sweet  within  thee, 

Shaping  a  garden  human  and  divine. 

Thrice  blessed  toil  that  slips  corroding  care  ! 

Where  dost  thou  gather  thy  mysterious  balm 

Save  in  the  mirrored  splendour  of  the  throned, 

Far  off  reflected  in  us  so  minute, 

Yet  with  unfading  glory!     Thou  art  one 

With  the  eternal  motion,  and  dost  build 

A  sanctuary  from  pursuing  woe. 

Torrent  that  leapest  with  no  haunted  sound 

Imagination  shuttles  with  her  thread 

Of  famed  enchantment  sleeping  in  old  towers 
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Hidden  by  utterly  branch-mazed  woods, 
If  never  horn  of  hunter  swayed  an  echo 
On  thy  dark  gully  pools,  nor  ever  nymph 
Watched  the  pale  votary  to  a  sibylline  cave 
Where  thou  beneath  some  awful  precipice 
Strove  with  voluted  murmur  to  the  sea  ; 
Thy  song,  innumerably  gushed,  has  lulled 
Winds  of  the  driving  hours  till  eve  has  sunk 
The  day-star  with  his  brawling  clouds  that  love 
Th'  impetuous  firmament  of  heaven.     With  thee 
Through  the  pine-hooded  depths  Silence  has  poised 
As  if  she  were  the  satellite  of  Death, 
Too  oft  the  guerdon  of  the  pioneer. 
No  fateful  god  with  an  imperious  pain 
Stole  from  the  naiad  her  pellucid  peace 
Within  thy  borders.     Solitary  thy  temple, 
With  cloudy  roof,  and  pines  for  pillars  carved 
By  Time's  soft  eremites  the  lingering  hours 
Impenetrably  cloistered.     Music  lives 
In  all  thy  portages  of  flower  and  foam 
Through  the  terrific  gorge,  and  where  the  hills 
Slope  from  thee  so  thou  mayst  reflect  the  stars 
Ere  thou  shalt  nestle  to  the  maternal  sea, 
With  a  remembrance  floating  through  thy  leagues 
Of  blessing  evermore  to  all  around. 
As  thou,  the  patient  spirit  that  pursues 
Day  after  day  life's  furrow  till  it  ends, 
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All  toil  forgotten,  where  all  vision  fails ; 

Yet  from  whose  unobtrusive  actions  fused      ,    ' 

With  love,  co-ordinate  with  labour,  seeds 

Shall  grow  in  other  hearts.     There  is  no  mood, 

No  imperceptible  emotion,  lost ; 

The  soundless  sympathies  of  loving  souls 

Receive  them  to  the  inner  shrine  that  opes 

The  secret  path  to  God,  and  every  blossom 

Scattered  by  loving  kindness  is  a  fruit 

Rich  when  the  sower  is  unmemoried. 

The  star  that  sets  for  the  unfolding  shepherd, 
As  in  a  grave,  to  multitudinous  curve 
Of  clinging  waters  far  beneath  the  verge 
Of  our  dim  eyes,  burns  with  unchanging  fire. 
This  earth  with  its  essential  harmonies 
Of  light  and  darkness,  sea  and  continent, 
Huge  to  the  dizzy  seeming  of  the  brain, 
Spins  in  her  unimaginable  path, 
Viewless  to  the  impenetrable  blaze 
Wheeling  for  ever  to  a  sovran  orb. 
Far  in  the  stellar  depths,  nameless,  unseen 
By  the  unsleeping  eye  of  chambered  light, 
Before  the  awful  glory  of  some  star 
Dark  is  the  image  of  a  dead,  forlorn 
Unradiating  globe;  dead  ere  this  world 
Folded  her  fleecy  fires  into  a  sphere. 
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The  everlasting  flow,  and  the  recoil, 
Forward,  retreating  to  its  magnet  sun, 
Varies  for  us  the  age-unwearied  light 
Fluent  for  centuries.     E'en  as  we  watch 
Night  upon  night  the  glowing  star  retreats 
Into  a  fainter  glory.     But  not  all 
The  splendour  is  withheld  ;  and  ere  the  moon 
Takes  to  her  paling  face  more  affluence 
Of  her  celestial  god,  or  ere  she  wanes 
With  sloping  darkness,  lo  !  the  mighty  star 
With  an  unhindered  path  its  flame  renewing 
Showers  us  with  light  born  before  Babylon. 
Eternity  marks  not  their  birth  or  death 
With  invocation,  or  a  proud  regret 
For  their  majestic  memory;  not  the  arc 
Of  an  enormous  constellation  throws 
On  her  white  path  the  shadow  of  a  shade ! 
But  thou — she  never  can  forget  thee ;  thou 
Art  one  with  her,  thy  soul  is  in  ellipse 
To  the  immortal  ecstacy  for  ever. 
And  thou  within  thyself  dost  find  a  shore 
Where  break  for  ever  spiritual  waves 
Bearing  ethereal  argosies  of  truth, 
Strength,  and  divinest  charity  that  pours 
Herself  away  in  pity.     Thou  that  diest 
With  a  remembrance  fainter  than  the  dust 
Of  a  spent  aerolite  for  ever  fall'n, 
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Fallen  for  ever,  them  hast  agonies, 
Triumphs,  and  adorations,  sacred  tears, 
More  than  the  gorgeous  oriflamme  of  stars 
Of  the  remotest  vision  ;  thou  art  led 
By  lowliness  to  the  still  light  of  God. 

Oh !  holy  solitude  where  thought  receives 

Purification,  till  the  crystal  wave 

Is  not  more  clear  in  its  translucency ! 

Oh !  blest  simplicity  of  life  that  falls 

On  the  tired  spirit  like  a  cloud  distilling 

Medicinal  rain  upon  the  draughted  fields  ; 

Be  thou  my  dear  companion  ;  as  the  sun 

Is  the  fond  wakener  of  the  sleeping  world 

Come  thou  as  cozener  from  attritioning  care ! 

For  me  no  more  the  panoply  of  gain, 

The  bald  light  of  the  gold,  the  sullen  mood 

Of  indurating  rivalry,  the  days 

Laboriously  wasted  in  disdain 

Of  all  that  brings  lucidity  of  soul. 

Come  thou  with  thy  most  gossamer  broidery 

Of  cheerfulness,  too  light  to  lift  the  down 

Of  the   imagination's  reverie, 

That  is  herself,  most  loved  when  most  removed. 

This  temple  where  the  sandal  of  soft  eve 

Lingers  bedewed,  poised  in  expectancy, 

Is  all  my  shrine,  whose  orisons  shall  be 

The  wood's  soft  angelus,  the  streamlet's  song, 
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The  flight  of  the  in  air  delaying  bird, 
The  momentary  rapture  of  the  cloud 
Within  the  fiery  chamber  of  the  sun 
Beneath  the  molten  sea,  the  playmate  winds 
Scattering  joy  and  sound.     With  these  the  scent 
Of  buds  concealing  ecstacies  of  time, 
Breaths  of  Provencal  hours,  wherein  are  hid, 
To  the  imagination,  castle  walls, 
Fiefs  of  dead  beauty,  abbeys  overgrown 
With  roseries  of  legend,  rivers  wide, 
With  the  unruffled  calm  of  sanctuary 
Bordered  by  silence,  floating  blanched  sails 
From  the  prayered  East  unto  the  complined  West 

Wherefore,  oh !  heart,  that  all  philosophy 
Cannot  extinguish,  gather  from  the  globe 
A  daily  duty ;  from  its  myriad  lights 
Of  cloud  and  landscape,  peak  and  estuary, 
Take  a  perpetual  glamour !     Never  day 
Broke  through  the  darkness,  sank  into  a  sleep, 
But  some  soft  spot  was  hallowed  by  the  glory 
Of  the  far  shining  heaven  ;  there  is  no  gloom, 
But  love  can  pierce  it !     Be  it  thus  with  thee ; 
In  joy  or  sorrow,  far  beneath  our  tears, 
Or  smiles,  a  sunken  rivulet  of  light 
Floweth  for  ever,  struggling  to  emerge, 
Bearing  us  with  it  to  the  serene  air 
Cradling  it  once,  and  our  invisible  home ! 


xni. 
In  the    Chancel. 

If  you  should  break  this  chancel-stone, 

Whereon  is  writ  the  word  of  God, 

And  cast  it  where  the  weeds  are  thrown 

In  dreary  tangle  of  the  sod, 

The  awful  judgments  do  remain 

Upon  the  tablets  of  the  brain. 

But  if  you  cast  my  trusting  soul 
Away  from  her  own  own  paradise, 
And  shut  the  love-illumined  scroll 
Submitted  only  to  your  eyes, 
We  two  are  like  the  muffled  yews 
That  with  the  dead  do  interfuse! 


XIV. 

The    Cottage    Loaf. 

Familiar  tenant  of  my  board, 
What  wells  in  thee  abide  ! 
What  fragrance  of  unravelled  hoard 
Floats  on  the  eventide ! 

No  more  a  gloom  is  round  me — lanes 
Lead  through  a  rosy  rill, 
Till  all  my  heart  like  Autumn  rains 
Pours  where  old  dust  lies  still. 

So  sweet,  so  redolent  the  sound, 
That  surely  Heaven  has  bent 
Her  arch  above  me  to  surround 
Like  Midianitish  tent 
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A  desert  hearth  ;  and  Time  has  led 
Forgotten  memories  home, 
Till  evening  lifts  her  silky  head 
Through  fairy  clouds  of  foam. 

Beyond  them  glows  the  ample  blue 
Where  hours  fell  down  from  skies 
That  poured  their  exquisiteness  through 
Our  unpolluted  eyes; 

That  held  a  world  below  their  lids, 
Whose  argosies  were  blown 
By  winds  that  saw  the  pyramids 
Eise  from  a  heart  of  stone. 

Love  threw  a  loop  around  us  Age 
Can  never  all  unfold ; 
Nor  close  for  evermore  the  page 
Where  sleeping  words  are  scrolled  ; 

That  kissed  us  when  the  waking  birds 
At  dawn  a  song  had  thrown, 
The  mother's  kiss,  the  only  words 
That  we  may  call  our  own ! 

All  these  are  thine,  for  thou  hast  given 
A  chain  that  binds  my  heart 
To  something  less  of  earth  than  heaven- 
The  soul's  serener  part; 
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That  hath  her  home  where  Joy  will  touch 

The  fount  of  sacred  tears, 

Till,  bending  o'er  it,  she  is  such 

As  Sorrow's  self  appears. 

And  thou  like  humbler  things  art  yoked 

To  glories  unrevealed  ; 

By  thee  a  magic  is  invoked, 

A  treasure-house  unsealed ; 

Like  thee  enjoyed  when  fardels  cease, 
In  Eve's  sequestered  mood, 
Like  thee  a  festival  of  peace 
Each  day  to  be  renewed ! 


XV. 
Pencarrow. 

Here  where  the  lightning 

"Vibrates  the  lyre  of  the  thunder, 

Here  where  the  tempest 

From  the  unchanneled  Antartic 

Smites  the  cliff  splintered  with  foam, 

Under  the  plume  of  the  clouds, 

Burns  the  impassable  star, 

Friend  and  delivering  light 

Unto  the  sail  that  is  torn. 

The  cry  of  the  waters  that  rage, 

The  mist  of  the  pole's  desolation, 

Peal  and  surround  it  in  vain. 
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Soft  as  the  murmuring  fall 

Of  cataract  threading  the  clouds 

In  the  hills  on  the  tremulous  verge 

The  light  of  the  beacon  is  ruled 

On  the  sea  hyacinthine,  too  calm 

To  breathe  but  a  bubble  of  foam. 

Summer  sleeps  to-night 

In  her  cradle  of  the  sea, 

Still  as  eternity. 

Oh  light,  faithful  and  true, 

Though  night  is  lambent  with  stars, 

Thou  searchest  the  ultimate  leagues 

Under  the  veil  of  the  twilight, 

Wherever  the  glade  of  the  moon 

Silvers  the  floor  of  the  sea. 

Dearest,  a  soul  that  is  thine 

Looks  to  thy  starry  home ; 

Heavy  the  path  that  is  strewn 

With  now  undivided  cares, 

Children  that  watch  me  with  eyes 

That  looked  from  thy  shadowless  brow 

Cling  in  the  darkened  ways. 

Be  thou  a  trembling  star, 

Shine  through  the  joy  and  the  tears, 

Be  it  Favonius  whispering, 

Be  it  the  wrath  of  the  pole ! 


XVI. 
The    Dream. 

In  the  dream  she  smiles  and  speaks ; 
Like  the  dawn  on  snowy  peaks, 
That  reflect  the  light  that  lies 
Far  away  from  mortal  eyes. 

These  delicious  words  and  looks 
Compass  me,  as  leafy  brooks 
Make  a  slumber  for  the  mind 
Though  the  world  be  else  unkind. 

What  is  Sleep  ?     A  shadowy  queen, 
Who  for  Love  doth  intervene, 
So  the  sundered  are  restored 
Where  their  fragrance  is  adored. 

There  a  grace  is  woven  round 
Every  thought,  and  glance,  and  sound, 
There  the  kingdom  Memory  owed 
Unto  Love  is  his  abode  ! 


XVII. 

At   a    Window. 

Fair  arm,  that  liest  in  pink 
Upon  her  window  sill, 
Would  1  were  at  the  brink, 
To  touch  you  and  to  thrill 
More  than  a  song  can  tell ! 

Fair  arm,  why  do  you  hide 
Her  face  from  westering  sun? 
Would  he  with  it  abide 
Long  after  day  is  done, 
His  fate  and  mine  were  one  ! 

His  parting  kisses  glow 

Shot  level  from  the  deep ; 

Ah  !  he  and  I  must  go, 

But  thou  through  Love's  light  sleep 

Guard  o'er  her  face  shalt  keep. 


XVIII. 
In    the    Bush. 

Kivulet  running  with  melodious  fall 
Under  the  shadow  of  down-drooping  ferns, 
Where  aromatic  breezes  musical 
Follow  in  playfulness  thy  mazy  turns  ; 

What  if  the  fern  should  bid  thy  wave  to  stay, 
To  make  delightful  her  half-hidden  home ; 
Thou  wouldst  not  tarry  there,  but  glide  away, 
Forgetful  of  her  fronds,  afar  to  roam. 

What  if  she  droopeth  fondly  hour  by  hour, 
Hoping  to  touch  thee  once  ere  thou  canst  go, 
Shedding  her  garner  from  the  Summer  shower 
In  drops  submissive  to  thine  underflow; 

Thou  dost  not  think  of  her,  thou  art  not  moved 
By  her  mute  invocation  to  thee  bowed  ; 
So  I  like  her  have  all  too  fondly  loved 
One  too  like  thee,  tameless,  and  cold,  and  proud. 

And  I  would  be  upon  thy  bosom  borne 
With  my  oppressive  load  of  wretchedness 
Slid  from  my  heart,  and  with  thee  float  forlorn 
Into  the  ocean  of  forge tfulness. 


XIX. 
In   a   Cornfield. 

Here  you  have  gathered  may  a  fallen  grain 
While  the  lark  scattered  his  ethereal  pain, 
That  he  must  stoop  to  the  low  world  again. 

Yet,  here  was  his  abode,  the  furrowed  nest, 
Whose  structure  was  obscurity  confessed, 
But  in  it  all  the  fiery  flute  loved  best ! 

Here  Memory,  dearest,  her  soft  burden  brings, 
The  corn,  the  wine,  the  wain,  the  murmuring  wings  ; 
Those  palaces  of  joy  the  little  things, 

That  charmed  all  childhood — as  a  wandered  wave 
Beats  out  its  heart  upon  the  shore  that  gave 
Its  infancy  a  home  when  tides  were  suave. 


XX. 

A    Toast. 

It  were  a  fault  to  drink 
Save  in  a  subtle  wine, 
(The  cup  full  to  the  brink, 
That  glancing  gold  should  shine 
Where  velvet  shadows  sink,) 
To  one  who  is  divine ! 

No  name  shall  we  disclose, 
But  dream  of  her  whose  eyes 
Have  magic  with  the  rose, 
Within  whose  depths  arise 
Thoughts  that  are  born  of  those 
Cradled  in  Paradise! 


XXI. 

Nuneham. 

(This  poem  was  suggested  by  the  following  letter, 
written  by  Gay  to  Pope : — "  I  have  just  passed  part 
of  this  Summer  at  an  old  romantic  seat  of  my  Lord 
Harcourt's,  which  he  lent  me.  It  overlooks  a  common 
hayfield,  where,  under  the  shade  of  a  haycock,  sat  two 
lovers — as  constant  as  ever  were  found  in  romance — 
beneath  a  spreading  bush.  The  name  of  the  one  (let 
it  sound  as  it  will)  was  John  Hewet ;  of  the  other 
Sarah  Drew.  John  was  a  well-set  man,  about  five 
and  twenty  ;  Sarah  a  brave  woman  of  eighteen.  John 
had  for  several  months  borne  the  labour  of  the  day  in 
the  same  field  with  Sarah ;  when  she  milked,  it  was 
his  morning  and  evening  charge  to  bring  the  cows  to 
her  pails.  Their  love  was  the  talk,  but  not  the 
scandal,  of  the  whole  neighbourhood,  for  all  they 
aimed  at  was  the  blameless  possession  of  each  other  in 
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marriage.  It  was  but  this  very  morning  that  he  had 
obtained  her  parents'  consent,  and  it  was  but  till  the 
next  week  that  they  were  to  wait  to  be  happy. 
Perhaps,  this  very  day,  in  the  intervals  of  their  work, 
they  were  talking  of  their  wedding  clothes ;  and  John 
was  now  matching  several  kinds  of  poppies  and  field 
flowers,  to  make  her  a  present  of  knots  for  the  day. 
While  they  were  thus  employed  (it  was  the  last  of 
July),  a  terrible  storm  of  thunder  and  lightning  arose, 
that  drove  the  labourers  to  what  shelter  the  trees  or 
hedges  afforded.  Sarah,  frightened  and  out  of  breath, 
sunk  on  a  haycock ;  and  John  (who  never  separated 
from  her),  sat  by  her  side,  having  raked  two  or  three 
heaps  together,  to  secure  her.  Immediately,  there 
was  heard  so  loud  a  crash,  as  if  heaven  had  burst 
asunder.  The  labourers  all  solicitous  for  each  other's 
safety,  called  to  one  another :  those  that  were  nearest 
to  our  lovers,  hearing  no  answer,  stepped  to  the  place 
where  they  lay:  they  first  saw  a  little  smoke,  and 
after,  this  faithful  pair — John,  with  one  arm  about 
his  Sarah's  neck,  and  the  other  held  over  her  face,  as 
if  to  screen  her  from  the  lightning.  They  were 
struck  dead,  and  already  grown  stiff  and  cold  in  this 
tender  posture.  There  was  no  mark  or  discolouring 
on  their  bodies — only  that  Sarah's  eyebrow  was  a 
little  singed,  and  a  small  spot  between  her  breasts. 
They  were  buried  the  next  day  in  one  grave  1 " ) 
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A  land  of  tilth  and  corn  and  fruitfulness, 

Deep-uddered  flocks,  and  clover  culling  bees, 

Hayscented  meadows,  woody  terraces 

Home  of  the  cloud  and  shadow-trailing  breeze ; 

Where  even  in  the  dim  roots  of  the  trees 

The  pleasance  of  the  regal  soil  is  seen 

In  mossy  boles  and  shaggy  crevices, 

Where  under  thicket  leaves  lithe  warblers  glean 

Treasure  of  palmer  sunshine  where  the  rain  has  been. 

And  through  the  emerald  largesse  of  the  glebe 

A  ribband  of  flashed  silver  lies  the  stream, 

Flaked  with  deep  shadows  haunted  of  the  grebe, 

Wherein  the  very  willow  tassels  dream 

Their  oozy  tips  to  stillness;  and  the  beam 

Of  wandered  sunlight  quivering  through  the  shades 

Flies  at  a  breath,  as  if  it  did  beseem 

The  huntress  Dian  should  possess  the  glades 

Kemote  to  lave  her  feet  and  net  her  flowing  braids. 

And  oft  at  eve  the  shallow-shaking  airs 

Breathe  many  a  feathery  billow  through  the  sedge, 

Moaning  forgotten  ecstacy  and  despairs 

Of  many  a  lover's  twilight  pilgrimage. 

One  such  I  heard  upon  the  tremulous  edge 

Of  reedy  pool  what  time  the  silken  moon 

Rose  o'er  the  woods  and  bathed  their  tufted  ridge, 

A  dirge  of  love  and  death  and  rosy  June 

Sighed  by  the  western  wind  dying  in  dewy  swoon. 
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Of  that  blest  age  when  Fancy  fanned  her  wings 

Above  a  world  that  fathomed  not  its  cares, 

An  era  undefiled  by  grovellings 

To  baseful  pelf,  by  maunderings  and  fears ; 

When  the  blithe  sun  gave  the  enamelled  years 

A  hyacinthine  aureole  of  delight ; 

When  youth  was  beauty,  beauty  and  its  peers, 

Love  and  desert,  were  ours,  not  overdight 

By  crafty  gain  that  withers  love's  ethereal  sprite. 

Her  eyes  were  blue  as  a  translucent  cave 

Under  a  battlemented  cliff,  wherein 

Soft  pulses  of  the  faint-reflected  wave 

Scatter  a  foamy  music  to  their  kin 

The  pendent  seaweed,  that  has  never  been 

Kissed  by  the  morning  sun  ;  unfathomed  eyes, 

Where  deep  lights  lie  like  fairy  lamps  unseen 

Till  love  preludes  unwinding  melodies, 

Whereto  the  virgin  soul  awakes  and  childhood  dies. 

Her  hair  was  brown  as  the  reflected  gleam 

Of  passionate  bronze  with  love  or  wrath  on  fire, 

O'ergloried  by  the  sun's  departing  beam  ; 

Or  like  the  roan  rays  slowly  creeping  higher 

Through  the  autumnal  forest  to  the  spire 

Of  snowy  Cader  Idris,  there  to  rest 

One  exquisite  white  moment,  then  expire 

Into  the  darkness ;  breathing  hair  that  prest 

One  happy  rose  that  all  that  love  could  say  confessed. 
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The  grass  beneath  her  step  did  scarcely  swerve 

From  Nature's  teaching,  and  the  honied  bee 

Eddied  his  soft  and  blossom-odoured  curve 

Around  her  adolescence  ;  only  she 

Seemed  not  to  know  the  gift  of  God,  that  he 

Unfrequent  to  the  earth  a  vision  lent 

Of  perfect  womanhood,  that  she  should  be 

A  flower  that  budded  forth  ethereal  scent, 

White  thought  and  loyal  life  and  summer-browed  content. 

A  rose  of  womanhood,  whose  silken  mind 

Voluted  her  white  petals  to  the  core, 

Dewed  by  the  breath  of  Charity's  faint  wind, 

Kuth-charmed  to  encompass  evermore 

Such  chancel  of  the  soul ;  and  there  she  bore 

In  virginal  retreat  love's  fretted  maze, 

And  in  herself  confessed  his  barded  lore  ; 

Dream-lipped  by  his  visionary  fays 

And  music-coaxed  in  slumber  with  eluding  lays. 

How  sleep  the  loved  in  smile-awaking  dreams, 

Far  from  the  passive  slumber  of  the  old, 

Brow-girdled  with  the  iridescent  gleams 

Flown  from  the  white  arc  of  the  darling  mould 

Of  Love's  dear  temples  ;  visions  that  enfold 

All  terrene  ecstacy,  till  veiled  eyes 

Fountain  their  deepness,  and  the  heart  twin-souled 

Flutters  at  waking  with  caressing  cries, 

Moving  to  voiceless  chords  and  spiritual  symphonies. 
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As  Morn  her  grey  lids  opes  behind  the  hills, 

Flashing  her  white  glance  through  the  warbled  air, 

Smiling  remembering  fondness  to  the  rills 

All  night  low  murmuring  many  a  dulcimer 

And  flute  among  the  sedges,  to  despair 

Her  darkling  tarry,  John  his  matin  sings 

The  heart's  sweet  thanks,  that  garners  everywhere 

The  witchery  of  being  ;  blossomings 

Budding  around  the  heart  in  profuse  tendrillings. 

He  seeks  the  milky  herd  beneath  the  copse, 
Through  palaces  of  grass  where  fairies  dance 
'Mid  beaded  lamps  in  myriad  pensile  drops 
Of  argent  broidery,  beneath  the  glance 
Of  cousin  planets  ;  fields  of  old  romance, 
Where  the  belated  ear  poised  for  the  horn 
Of  lips  enchanted  heareth  in  a  trance 
Moaned  cadence  of  a  perilous  love  forlorn, 
And  chivalrous  defiance  to  the  traitor  borne. 

How  soft  the  long  breath  of  the  waking  morn 

Quivers  the  gossamer  of  the  quiet  eaves, 

Falling  in  subtle  langour  on  the  corn 

Scarce  moving  as  in  half  reluctant  heaves 

Beneath  the  violet  voices  from  the  leaves 

Of  dim-hid  banks  ;  where  they  have  slept  in  dreams, 

Lulled  by  the  vigil  nightingale  who  grieves 

In  modulance  to  far  off  falling  streams 

Whose  melancholy  note  the  weary  wind  beseems. 
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The  tufted  bosom  of  the  garden  edge 

Half  shakes  the  dewy  brilliants  to  their  fall, 

The  zephr  wanders  in  soft  pilgrimage 

From  bush  to  bush  to  kiss  the  roses  all 

That  rock  and  follow  to  his  balmy  call, 

Waving  their  odour  to  the  quarrelled  panes 

Where  Sarah  sleeps,  and  up  the  blossomed  wall 

Under  the  nested  thatch  the  fanning  wanes, 

Whispering  of  meadow  sweets  and  rowan-challiced  rains. 

And  she  hath  seen  her  lover  in  the  croffc, 

Hard  by  the  cooing  fringes  of  the  wood, 

Where  oak-adoring  dryads  flutter  soft 

Among  the  hectic  leaves  o'er  many  a  rood 

In  early  Autumn,  but  in  moanless  mood 

This  Summer  prime  they  foot  the  turf  unshorn, 

Wreathing  to  magic  pipes  by  nereids  wooed, 

Pulsing  pellucid  pleasure  daily  born 

When  the  long  forests  waver  wakening  to  the  morn. 

Softly  she  cometh  to  the  cloistered  floor, 
Where  the  cool  shadows  of  the  morning  loom, 
Strewn  by  the  night  in  carven  corridor 
Of  labyrinthine  cedar  whose  perfume 
Stayeth  the  senses  ;  through  the  ray-shot  gloom 
She  hurrieth  to  the  sun,  and  from  her  eyes 
Fall  golden  lights  that  all  her  face  illume 
With  spirit  glowings,  that  descend  and  rise 
Like  to  the  dream-led  seraphs  in  the  Bethel  skies. 
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How  beautiful  the  low  light  and  the  foam 

In  their  morn-circled  meeting,  sweet,  oh  sweet 

The  echo  of  the  curfew  in  the  home 

Of  dewy-christened  eve  where  faint  winds  meet 

To  sleep  upon  the  leaves  in  old  retreat. 

Pleasant  the  brooks,  the  birds,  the  flowers,  the  bees, 

But  oh  the  touch  of  lips  where  spirits  beat, 

And  the  o'ercharged  heart's  emotion  frees 

The  dullard  chains  of  life  in  irised  ecstacies. 

And  thus  were  they  ;  the  while  the  shadowed  sun 

Broke  ardourous  through  the  clouds  as  to  illume 

Their  adoration  :  kisses  one  by  one 

Told  on  a  rosary  of  faint  perfume 

Threaded  by  love  ;  and  all  the  garden  bloom 

Dropped  diamond  delight  in  silken  rain, 

Fanned  by  Favonius  ;  while  the  coming  doom 

Fainted  its  shadow ;  and  the  whiles  he  fain 

Would  part  her  from  his  arms  to  fold  here  there  again. 

Drooping  to  meet  her  border-breaking  lips, 

While  the  deep  softlings  of  her  sunny  eyes 

Flutter  their  wild,  sweet  thrills,  as  swallow  dips 

To  whispering  waters  mirroring  the  skies. 

Fair  worship  never  to  unparadise, 

Oh  !  ecstacy  of  wedded  pain  and  bliss  ! 

Ye  cannot  hear  the  thunder's  wailing  cries, 

Ye  cannot  augurate  the  Nemesis, 

Ye  are  so  lost  in  love ,  ah  God  it  were  not  this  ! 
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Where  is  the  bird  that  sang  the  Summer  in  ? 

Scattering  rivulets  of  silver  song, 

Where  she  should  bathe  herself  ere  she'd  begin 

To  kiss  the  meadow  and  the  dewy  throng 

Of  all  the  garden  ?     Silent  is  the  tongue 

Of  that  ethereal  warbler,  where  is  he  ? 

Flown  from  his  sylvan  apse  ;  and  she  has  long 

Pushed  with  her  rapture  blossoms  from  the  tree, 

That  budded  forth  and  fell  ere  she  content  could  be. 

Joy  passeth  like  the  sovran  evening  star, 

Leaving  a  recollection  in  her  wake, 

Whom  myriad  paly  lights  pursue  afar, 

But  her  divineness  ne'er  can  overtake ; 

Blest  be  the  being  upon  whom  shall  break 

Through  some  cloud-curtained  morning  her  white  smile 

Long  afterward,  as  though  a  seraph  spake, 

"  Ye  are  as  lonely  as  a  darkling  isle, 

But  heaven  is  over  all  and  shineth  soon  awhile." 

Oh,  love  is  fairest  in  the  tangled  fields, 

With  all  his  hair  by  wilful  eddies  blown 

Over  his  starry  eyes,  in  magic  shields 

To  guard,  and  let  athrough  their  amber  zone 

His  fount  of  adoration  overflown. 

In  flowery  chalices  his  perfume  lies, 

Upon  the  rosy  banks  his  wings  have  thrown 

A  tremor  of  a  cloud,  and  the  blue  skies 

Show  in  their  lovely  depths  the  glory  of  his  eyes. 
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For  thee  that  in  the  glowing  woods  art  led 

By  love-persuading  pulses  of  a  hand 

Clasped  in  thine  own,  rich  ecstacy  is  spread 

About  thee.     In  some  secret  temple  fanned 

Is  the  deep  wave  of  music  on  the  strand 

Of  this  life  falling,  scattering  with  its  foam 

A  fragrance  of  the  ocean  dim  and  grand 

That  lies  beyond  existence  and  the  dome 

Of  the  round  ether  closing  mortal  sight  from  home. 

Thus  wandered  John  and  Sarah  in  a  noon 

Of  rest  from  labour,  consecrate  to  love  ; 

Leaving  the  white  stream  of  the  blazing  June 

For  the  dim  eddies  of  a  pathless  grove 

Lit  only  by  the  iris  of  a  dove, 

And  the  pet  flowers  that  love  unfooted  dells  ; 

Where  every  bough  is  interlaced  above, 

And  every  leaf  takes  in  its  happy  cells 

All  that  the  Summer  shower  pours  from  its  shallow  wells. 

One  little  hour  they  steal  from  commonness 

One  little  hour — oh !  ecstacy  beyond 

All  thought,  and  all  remembrance  of  caress, 

And  all  that  e'er  was  sung  by  poet  fond 

Of  days  that  are  no  more,  all  magic  wand 

To  bring  it  back  to  us ;  one  little  hour 

That  evermore  makes  other  hours  despond, 

That  is  the  coronal  of  life,  the  flower 

Whose  seed  is  not  of  earth,  but  heaven's  divinest  dower. 
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And  there  amid  the  showered  loveliness 
Of  all  an  English  wood  his  fingers  twine 
A  living  wreath  that  shall  his  love  express 
In  silent  purity ;  curled  eglantine, 
Dim  violets,  the  hyacinthe  divine 
With  purple  ardour,  frail  forget-me-nots 
Looped  to  wild  roses,  daises  that  do  pine 
Faithful  through  Winter  for  the  sunny  plots 
That  lie  all  drowsy  June  in  their  secluded  spots. 

Her  tresses  neath  this  woven  anadem 

Droop  round  her  neck,  and  bury  her  soft  ear, 

Until  with  richest  touch  he  parteth  them, 

And  whispereth  the  day  she  chose  is  near ; 

But  even  as  he  speaks  a  shadow  drear 

Falls  sudden,  and  her  heart  chills  to  the  core ; 

Like  a  cloud  on  a  dial's  graven  sphere, 

Where  happy  hours  are  numbered  no  more, 

And  Time  is  measured  not  by  his  own  golden  store. 

For  very  gloomy  is  the  shadow  now, 

And  without  blowing  comes  a  wayward  air, 

Vibratory  underneath  one  bough 

That  lifts  and  falls,  as  if  it  could  not  bear 

Some  mighty  angel's  message,  "  Death  is  near." 

A  moaning  is  above  the  topmost  oak, 

Eeverberating  some  immense  despair  ; 

As  though  the  melancholy  shadow  spoke 

Its  agony  to  cherish  such  a  monstrous  stroke. 
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She  feareth  for  the  cloud  anear  and  swart, 

And  hurryeth  with  him  to  the  reaper  throng ; 

Ah,  little  is  their  comfort,  all  amort 

The  jocund  tale,  the  amoebaean  song. 

The  lightning  doubleth  like  a  fiery  thong 

To  scourge  the  toiling  earth,  and  the  black  rain 

Falleth  in  agony  of  haste  as  flung 

By  torment  of  inhuman  woe  and  pain 

Hid  in  the  thunder  moaning,  moaning  o'er  again. 

All  terror-stricken  shelter  as  to  screen 
Life  from  the  falling  furnaces  of  Death, 
Whose  liquid  arrow  strikes  and  is  unseen 
By  those  it  shatters.     God  !  there  followeth 
One  bolt  and  one  amazement,  a  pent  breath 
Pressing  the  heart  with  infinite  despair, 
Slow-gathered  moments ;  then  a  smoky  wreath, 
Sullenly  livid,  poisons  all  the  air  ; 
The  chariot  of  Death  with  wheels  afire  is  there. 

With  that  volcanic  ardour  all  the  wrath 

Evanishes  before  the  glowing  sun  ; 

Pallid  with  fear  the  labourers  come  forth, 

From  their  recesses  gathering  one  by  one : 

But  even  yet  their  terror  is  not  done, 

For  John  and  Sarah  answer  not  the  calls 

Bidding  arise  and  furthermore  not  shun 

Danger  aloof,  and  rain  no  more  that  falls  ; 

No  voice  replies  half -heard  from  new-mown  grassy  walls. 
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But  there  they  lie.     Oh  !  wizard  imagery 

Of  sleep  that  is  a  death  !     One  arm  aloft 

Bent  o'er  her  tender  face,  that  dared  not  see 

Heaven's  molten  arrow  ;  in  her  bosom  soft 

A  dusky  circle,  where  faint  perfumes  oft 

Fell  from  ripe  flowers ;  and  on  his  face  a  glow 

As  he  had  seen  a  seraph's  wing  to  waft 

His  darling  from  all  suffering  and  woe 

Where  joy  is  as  Earth's  sorrow — full  to  overflow. 


XXII. 
Tenebrae. 

Upon  the  drowsy  middle  of  the  night 
The  homeless  wind  sighs  on  the  bolted  door, 
Monotonously  weave  I  evermore 

Slow  glimmering  visions.     Through  the  darkling  fields 
Of  half -forgotten  memories  of  the  light 
I  see  the  time  whose  flowing  margin  yields 
Solace  that  flattered  many  a  mordant  care, 
Solaces  fled  alike  the  ripened  ear 
Of  Autumn's  garnered  sheaves  whose  beggared  stocks 
are  bare. 

Oft  I  weave  monotonously  to  the  flow 
Of  stealthy  tears  a  web  of  tangled  pain, 
Of  ravelled  joy  and  grief,  delight  and  pain  ; 
And  oftenest  as  the  marsh  wind  makes  its  moan, 
Breathing  the  dying  embers  into  glow, 
The  yoke  of  Fate  that  I  must  bear  alone 
Is  all  too  hard  ;  a  myriad  channels  pour 
My  heart,  my  life,  my  soul,  unto  the  shore 
Where  thou  dost  live  to  me  denied  for  evermore ! 

The  mellow  vintage  of  a  sunny  mind 

Pressed  by  the  light  feet  of  the  laughing  loves 

Joyously  flowing  as  the  belted  droves 

Of  murmuring  bees  athwart  the  plotted  flowers 

Poured  all  its  sweet  in  many  a  mazy  wind 

Of  joy  profuse  upon  those  languid  hours 

Instilled  with  perfume  of  thy  quiet  breath  ; 

Delirious  was  the  draught  that  lingereth 

Like  a  sweet  song  that  haunts  the  dullard  ear  of  death. 
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Standing  aloof  amid  the  breezy  corn, 
One  spot  of  shadow  in  the  tawny  fields, 
Lithe  as  a  willow  wand  Titania  wields, 
I  see  thee  yet,  the  nodding,  bending  ears 
Do  thee  obeisance  ;  surely  thou  wert  born 
Queen  of  all  girls,  sovran  of  all  thy  peers  ! 
And  the  blest  flowers,  the  thicket  and  the  grass 
Tremble  to  thee  their  speech  when  thou  dost  pass, 
Brushing  thy  feet  with  kisses  not  for  me,  alas  ! 

Grey-eyed  as  Morn  amid  the  furrowed  clouds, 

Each  orb  a  chalice  of  full  thought  austere, 

Of  vestal  visions  ever  crystal  clear, 

Yet  in  their  depths  how  oft  the  lifting  glance 

Of  shadeless  mirth,  bright  as  a  brook  that  crowds 

O'er  crag  and  steep  in  many  an  airy  dance, 

Flying  a  silver  vapour's  starry  gleams, 

For  ever  eager  to  expand  in  streams 

That  make  the  wildflowers  sweet  as  music  heard  in  dreams. 

And  oh  thy  voice,  full-throated,  low,  and  bland, 

Pouring  the  mind  of  Pallas  on  the  waste 

Of  the  low  world,  high  meditation  chaste, 

Scorn  of  the  base,  irony  of  the  mean. 

Oh  all  too  rare  within  our  craven  land 

The  sanctuary  of  truth  where  thou  wert  seen 

Pacing  thy  sober  path  through  chancel  bowers, 

Far  from  the  sordid  life  that  pallid  cowers 

Under  the  haggard  walls  of  Mammon's  cruel  towers. 
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Thine  ivied  casement  wooing  the  littoral  breeze, 
Pure  shell  where  clustered  many  an  echoed  sound 
Fainting  upon  the  arras  woven  round 
Thy  blossomed  peace,  there  was  thy  chosen  place 
At  matin  pipe  of  warblers  in  the  trees  ; 
The  happy  leaves  trembling  about  thy  face 
Whispered  their  plaintive  love  in  sylvan  tongue, 
And  oh  it  seemed  thou  sheddedst  all  day  long 
The  feathered  anthem  and  the  ivy  undersong. 

Oh  happy  brook,  oh  happy  pebbled  strand 
Peeping  through  honied  woodbine  at  thy  nest, 
The  giddy  wavelets  for  a  breath  at  rest 
To  treble  at  thy  shrine,  the  checkered  beach, 
Affluent  of  silver  moss  and  sunny  sand, 
Stole  from  thy  face  the  radiance  of  each  ; 
Far  down  the  stream  the  over- trailing  flowers 
Whispered  the  waves,  and  shed  Morn's  dewy  showers 
For  joy  at  tiding  of  their  queen  of  rosy  hours. 

Is  aught  forgot  by  thee,  the  slow,  sweet  hours 

O'erflowing  largesse  in  our  morn  of  life  ? 

Perchance  there  cometh  in  the  name  of  wife 

Joy  earthlier-happy,  but  the  hour  of  love 

No  more  it  comes,  no  more,  within  thy  ways. 

Ah  strangely  does  my  stricken  spirit  move, 

Thou  buriedst  thy  soft  love  long  years  agone, 

My  heart  is  for  its  grave  abiding  stone, 

And  we,  my  darling,  wander  through  the  world  alone. 


XXIII. 

Tasmania. 
(1804-1904.) 

If  shade  can  bless  thee  from  the  Austral  sun, 
By  cool  cascades,  while  far  above  the  pines 
The  swoll'n  winds  of  the  Nullabor  are  driven 
Sere  to  the  icy  pole,  oh,  spirit  vexed 
By  inharmonious  days  be  thou  secure 
Upon  this  rocky  isle,  that  only  man 
Could  disentangle  from  her  loveliness. 

Oh,  scar,  where  tempests  beat  immutably, 

Till  thy  huge  pillars  are  as  organ  pipes 

Dirging  forgotten  sails,  there  was  an  age 

When  thou  with  the  steep  lightning  and  the  thunder 

Crowned  the  waste  sea,  confederate  deities 

Of  desolation.     Is  it  well  for  thee 

Seclusion  is  no  more  thy  secret  queen  ; 
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That  every  wind  of  the  wild  latitudes 

Blows  thee  laborious  keels  ;  and  days  that  wear 

The  full  robe  of  mortality  are  thine  ? 

To  break  the  charm  of  the  submissive  years, 

Concealing  in  their  border  the  lost  isles 

Of  dreamland  and  the  blest ;  to  loose  the  flood 

Of  all  assailant  vices,  and  to  smear 

The  unreturning,  foam  virginity 

Of  peopleless  retreats — was  this  a  boon 

To  immemorial  Time  ?     Fate  that  withholds, 

Or  gives  the  unprayed  for,  has  no  steadfastness 

In  her  derision  ;  clouds  that  breast  the  sun 

With  golden  pomp,  to  vanish  ere  we  turn 

Our  wandering  gaze,  are  not  more  fugitive 

Then  her  dark  impulse.     Unrecorded  flow 

Of  current,  or  the  leaning  in  a  sail 

Of  an  outfrontiered  breeze  of  Capricorn 

Moaning  toward  the  South  beguiled  the  ships 

Of  Tasman  where  the  West  breaks  through  the  clouds 

Oftenest  of  rain  to  gloom  upon  the  sea. 

Here  in  the  song  of  waterfall  unknown 

In  dreary  fastnesses  there  is  an  echo, 

The  undertone  of  sorrow,  evermore 

The  child  of  cities  ;    all  the  shattered  hopes 

Of  men  whose  argosies  of  dreaming  youth 

Moulder  aloof,  or  far  beneath  the  wave 

Of  the  enrolling  world,  haunting  for  ever 
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The  hearts  that  build  them,  bruise  their  constancy. 

And  here,  famed  shadow  of  an  ancient  world, 

Heroic  Tasman,  who,  (where  islands  slept, 

Unwaked  unprofitably  for  the  stress 

And  failing  of  humanity,)  didst  lift 

The  subtle  veil  of  changelessness,  thy  name 

Loops  a  peninsula  that  like  thee  scorns 

Ocean  and  tempest.     When  thy  footsteps  trod 

These  consecrated  shores  antiquity 

Gazed  at  thee  wondering,  and  for  ever  fled 

To  the  pale  ghosts  of  Time.     How  rich  thy  lot, 

To  touch  impenetrable  sanctuary 

Of  mountains  the  Olympian  rule  forgot 

Beyond  the  tropic  clouds  ;  to  breast  the  stream 

The  darling  child  of  beauty  born  in  hills 

Thunder  and  snow  sentinelled  for  their  Lord. 

Thou  to  the  East  with  a  tempestuous  sail 

Didst  fall  on  a  mournful  gulf,  where  murder  watched 

Thy  visitation.     Never  did  the  large, 

The  lofty,  impulse  mingle  with  the  low 

In  perfect  equity  ;  we  are  a  strand 

Breaking  upon  betrayal  of  the  least. 

And  evermore,  though  thou  didst  push  thy  foam 

Through  orient  moonglades  to  diviner  stars, 

This  lovely  anadem  of  virgin  seas 

Laid  the  imperishable  charm  upon  thee 

Of  shyness  yielding  to  her  wooing  god. 
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Hope,  that  has  touched  the  myriad  hearts  of  men, 

With  imperfections  struggling  for  the  crown 

Of  great  endeavour,  only  to  disclose 

The  looming  hazard  of  despair,  for  thee 

Broke  through  the  bounds  of  chance  :  and  evermore 

Thy  feet  move  in  the  circumscribing  fires 

Guarding  the  venerated  company 

Of  those  that  dared  and  brought  achievement  down 

To  the  lowliest.     In  that  circle  none  may  tread 

Save  through  tense  abnegation,  and  the  task 

Terrific  of  all  agonies  of  soul. 

Weighted  by  weak  mortality.     They  watch 

All  night  for  Wisdom's  long-delaying  sphere 

Slow  through  the  fog  above  the  sensual  herd. 

When  his  great  memory  was  a  fragrant  gift 
From  father  to  son  came  sorrier  brood. 
If  shame  were  thine  when  crazed,  polluted  hulls 
Sagged  through  thine  estuaries,  if  sullenness 
Looked  on  thy  pleasant  places,  if  no  heart 
Worthy  of  thee  that  memorable  morn 
Thrilled  at  thy  solemn  temple,  till  the  stars 
Flamed  eloquence  of  their  invisible  God, 
Long,  long  have  we  attoned.     The  shadow  lay 
Too  heavy  on  our  infancy,  the  night 
Blotted  the  smile  of  God  ;  tyranny  bade 
The  heart  forget  its  tributary  streams 
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Of  love  and  mercy  washing  misery's  shore. 

Perchance,  where  the  wild  seamew  screams,  and  waves 

Precipitate  from  the  remotest  clime 

Motion  suspended  on  this  fluted  pile, 

A  spirit  forlorn  looks  forth,  for  ever  doomed 

To  haunt  his  home  of  torture.     Does  he  see 

Our  Summer  calm  of  plenty,  peace,  old  age 

Biding  at  anchor  to  its  children's  love  ? 

Or  does  he  hear  eternally  the  moan, 

The  sound  of  pain  from  its  own  soul  divorced  ? 

Ah  me,  what  may  this  life  withhold  that  death 

Surrenders,  let  it  be  a  recompense 

A  thousandfold  for  grief  too  oft  imposed 

By  hearts  malignant.     Let  nepenthe  fall 

On  the  o'ershattered  brain  of  wretchedness ; 

Let  it  remember  nothing  it  has  known 

If  knowledge  be  a  suffering.     Far  away 

Let  the  sad  legends  of  old  years  dissolve  ; 

Be  it  a  consecration  to  forget ! 

Nor  would  I  turn  the  half-forgotten  page, 

The  tragic  story  of  a  vanished  race, 

The  simple  and  sad  children  of  a  world 

In  age  primeval ;  melancholy  beings 

Born  with  the  sentence  ineffaceable, 

Oblivion,  with  no  man  to  sorrow  it. 

Only  would  I  remember  their  still  graves, 

Pilgrims  too  early  vanquished.     Love  is  given 
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As  it  is  treasured,  and  the  lowliest 
Do  take  its  holinesses  nearest  home ! 

Still  glides  the  gull  with  under-whitened  wing 

Over  the  stonecrop  ruins,  graves  forlorn 

Clad  with  forgetfulness  and  all  sad  weeds. 

Be  it  a  visible  spirit  to  let  fall 

Breathings  of  the  diviner  atmosphere 

Where  God  moves  clouded  by  the  seraphim, 

Truth  and  immortal  longing  to  reveal 

Joy  to  humanity.     Bright  as  the  foam 

Before  the  beaded  stem  of  shallops  bound 

Through  Summer  arches  of  deep  caves  suffused 

With  magic  sunset ;  bland  as  light  that  streams 

On  coralline  beaches  when  the  rosy  eve 

Touches  them  with  her  footfall,  be  thy  days. 

Hold  thou  no  flameless  lamp  of  sleeping  guest — 

What  though  the  nations  pass ;  some  thought  is  hid, 

Some  aspiration  unfulfilled,  a  depth 

Not  dimly  sounded  yet ;  a  statelier  path 

Remaineth  secret  to  the  tardy  feet 

Of  us  not  all  outworn.     This  is  the  sound 

Whereto  we  urge  the  onset  of  our  souls 

And,  though  we  perish  in  the  escalade, 

Exalt  the  generations  in  the  womb  ! 


XXIV. 

The    Carving. 

All  her  love  lies  beyond 

Time  addulcing ;  Memory  fond 

Holds  it  in  her  sieve, 

That  never  all  can  give 

To  oblivion,  a  pond ; 

See  the  delicate  frond 

She  has  carved  lest  she  despond. 

Mark  how  the  traceries  run 
Through  the  walnut  rich  and  dun, 
Grown  where  arbours  spread 
Over  Summers  dead; 
She  has  told  them  one  by  one 
Thoughts  the  dawn  had  spun 
To  anticipate  the  Sun. 

Look  at  the  jutting  peach 

That  the  shade  can  never  reach, 

Though  the  leaves  grow  tired 

Of  the  Sun  desired. 

Like  a  nautilus  on  the  beach 

Spirals  each  in  each 

Fold  together  in  soundless  speech. 
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Know  you  the  woman's  spell  ? 

When  her  heart  must  bulb  and  tell 

Ecstacy  beneath 

Her  smile  that's  a  wreath  ; 

Or  maybe  a  passing  bell 

For  Joy,  and  a  knell 

For  Hope  and  Desire  as  well ! 

Here  she  has  told  her  pain, 
That  has  fallen  like  the  rain 
Through  leaves  to  the  mould, 
Till  Delight  lay  cold. 
Wherever  her  touch  has  lain 
Her  heart  curved  again 
To  its  Pole  like  Charles's  Wain. 

Fruitage,  and  flower,  and  corn, 
Are  mirrors  of  Love  forlorn, 
Whereon  eyes  have  gazed 
Till  a  light  was  raised 
Like  lucency  of  the  morn 
When  the  clouds  are  borne 
As  light  as  the  echoing  horn. 

Oh  !  that  Love's  fire  would  burn 
With  passion  that  cannot  turn 
Melodious  things 
To  jangling  strings ; 
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Like  lutes  that  for  ever  yearn 

With  a  pain   to  learn 

More  than  song  can  ever  discern. 

Voiceless  the  babe  that  dwells 
For  ever  in  hidden  cells, 
Near  the  heart  that  holds 
It  in  viewless  folds ; 
Unglimmered  the  secret  wells, 
Unwoven  the  spells, 
That  love  to  the  loved  one  tells. 

Here  she  has  thrown  her  net 

Of  thoughts  like  the  violet, 

Pure,  though  bruised,   and  sweet, 

As  the  Saviour's  feet ; 

With  the  tear  of  remembrance  wet 

Clinging  to  her  yet, 

Too  rich  for  her  to  forget ! 

Carved  the  bud  with  the  thorn — 

The  sail  of  her  hope  is  torn, 

Love's  shallop  is  thrown 

On  the   reefs  that  groan, 

And  Joy  that  unclasped  the  Morn 

From  her  woof  is  borne 

To  infinite  gulfs  forlorn ! 


XXV. 

Convalescent. 

Lay  roses  here,  and  lift 
The  curtain,  let  me  be 
One  that  may  share  the  gift 
Of  sunset  with  the  sea  ; 
But  lord  alone  with  thee ! 

How  good  it  is  to  dream 
That  thou  art  near  my  side  ! 
As  fountains  make  the  stream 
Thy  heart  to  me  shall  glide, 
Pouring  pellucid  tide. 

To  waken — thou  art  there  ! 
Heart  to  heart  leaps,  afraid 
To  lose  one  smile,  thy  hair 
Tent  for  a  kiss  has  made, 
Dusking  it  with  the  braid. 
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Hast  thou  within  thee  stored 
Arabian  night  that  breaks 
Magical  wave  adored 
On  slumber's  strand  that  takes 
The  rainbow  curve  Love  makes ! 

Or  whither  came  that  glance  ? 
Greek  maid  of  Tempe's  vale 
Scattered  it,   in  Provence 
Proud  Beauty  let  it  fail 
At  sunset  on  a  sail ; 

Where  troubadour  let  fall 
Music  that  words  have  twined, 
For  ever  wedded,  all 
The  soul,  to  earth  confined, 
Ever  of  heaven  divined  ! 

Dearest,  when  you  come  in, 
Crusaders  shadow  walls, 
The  camp  of  Saladin 
Is  round  me,  Richard  calls 
Derision  to  his  thralls. 

Then  shallops  thinly  fade 
White  wings  by  minaret 
With  twisted  columns,  jade 
And  agate,  dimly  set 
Far  from  the  city's  fret. 
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Or  Ganges  bears  thee  slow 
By  tamarind  and  tower, 
Jungle,  where  to  and  fro 
The  tiger  in  his  bower 
Licks  the  appointed  hour. 

Dost  thou  remember,  dear, 
The  soul  of  Ronsard  dead? 
Art  thou  a  rondel  clear 
Once  chambered  by  him,  shed 
To  soothe  a  stricken  bed? 

Deny  it  not !  around 
Thy  shadow  are  the  wings 
Of  nestling  birds,  the  sound 
Of  Summer  where  she  sings 
Of   immemorial  things. 

So  let  it  be — thy  touch 
Is  like  the  evening  wind 
That  bloweth   softly,   such 
As  men  would  pray  to  bind 
About   a  tangled  mind. 

Then  let  the  great  world  slide; 
I  follow  by  a  shore 
Unfooted,  and  abide 
"With  thee,  to  gather  store 
Of  Love  for  evermore! 


XXVI. 

Tiberius. 

(In  the  Louvre). 

Impenetrable  shadow,  Tiber's  chief, 

Dwells  with  thee,  joy  long  since  thy  pain  beguiled, 

A  menace  sits  where  thou  to  wife  and  child 

Showed  sweeter  than  the  birth  of  sweetest  leaf; 

Glory,  dominion,  cozen  thee  not,  for  grief 

Sways  thy  majestic  spirit  undefiled, 

As  the  omnipotent  sea  of  splendour  wild 

Groans  to  the  anguish  of  a  sunken  reef. 

Why  turnest  thou  thy  falling  eyes?  oh,  hear 

Love  calleth  thee  from  far  Jerusalem ! 

Ah  God,  I  envy  thy  forlorn   renown, 

Thee  so  unhappy,  still,  so  happy  near 

The  footsteps  that  have  blessed  the  way  for  them 

Who  wear  no  more  a  perishable  crown ! 
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Keats. 

Thou  hast  touched  music  virgin   till  the  keys 

Fell  at  thine  adoration  ;    'tis  a  sound 

Ineffable  as  winds  that  wreathe  the  mound 

In  holy  places  of  dead  poets'  ease ; 

Soft  as  the  light  latticing  dusky  seas 

When  the  moon's  splendour  by  the  night  is  crowned, 

Or  the  cocoon  of  thought  in  dreams  unwound 

Releasing  delitescent  memories. 

Does  Tiber  murmur?    No  it  is  the  moan 
Of  melody  that  never  may  be  heard; 
She  that  would  press  her  lips  upon  thy  mouth 
Lies  sleeping,  and  no  worship  may  attone 
For  thee,  enchanter,  slumbering  where  a  bird 
Loosens  the  passioned  anguish  of  the  South. 
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The    Bushrangers. 

Minions  of  darkness,  murder's  sleepless  sons ; 
Close,  shuddering  trees  saw  their  demoniac  eyes, 
And  heard  the  wailing  where  dishonour  dies, 
More  dreadful  than  the  carnage  of  their  guns  ; 
Hist !     Heard  ye  not  a  foot  the  bell- bird  shuus  ? 
A  sickly  shadow  on  the  wattle  lies, 
Methought  invisible  lips  screamed  bloody  cries, 
Oh  !    hearken  where  a  pitiful  terror  runs ! 
This  is  accurst.     No  wind  will  move  the  bough, 
No  light  break  through  the  trickery  of  the  shade, 
That  to  the  staring  eyeball  may  reveal 
A  nameless  spectre,  whose  misshapen  brow, 
Distorted  by  the   havoc  murder  made, 
No  friendly  grave  will  evermore  conceal! 
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Victoria    College. 

Thou  shalt  be  greater  than  the  city  that  lies 

Beneath  thee,  though  the  wave  curve  tender  foam 

Athwart  her  beach,  thou  hast  a  fairer  home 

Where  mountains  watch  thee  with  eternal  eyes. 

Within  thy  sanctuary  men  shall  prize 

The  charm  of  Greece,  the  majesty  of  Rome, 

And  Science  through  thy  starry-circled  dome 

Shall  trail  her  robe  of  unimagined  dyes. 

As  thou  hast  gathered  round  thee  all  that  brood 

Of  sacrifice  for  knowledge,  who  foresee 

Regeneration,  humbleness,  and  faith 

Won  through  the  yoke  of  Pallas,  thou  shalt  be 

Memory  for  those  that  build  thy  walls  when  death 

Had  given  them  else  forgotten  solitude. 


XXX. 

The    Wrecked    Spar. 

IJere  where  thou  liest  some  olympian  wave 

From  quaking  latitudes  has  cast  thee  down, 

Far  from  the  eddies  where  the  sunbeams  drown, 

And  dashed  its  tears  upon  thy  lonely  grave  ; 

Perchance  when  thou  v/ert  young  the  cannon  gave 

At  Trafalgar  the  dying  warrior's  crown 

Of  glory  triumphing  in  dead  renown, 

Th'  incomparable  trumpets  of  the  brave  ! 

What  is  this  solitude  to  such  as  thou, 

This  barren  isle  ?  Ah !  be  it  as  it  is, 

Sleep  circled  by  the  censer  of  the  sea ; 

This  silent  majesty  of  loneliness, 

The  music  of  the  tides  that  lull  thee  now, 

In  thine  omnipotence  were  meant  for  thee  ! 
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Cape    Terawhiti. 

Scar  that  hast  heard  the  thunder  in  all  time 

Of  wave  and  tempest  shattered  on  thy  stones, 

And  art  a  monument  above  the  bones 

Of  sailors  buried  in  the  ocean  slime ; 

Though  thou  dost  daunt  me  haggard  and  sublime, 

By  me  more  loved  the  penitential  tones 

Of  brooks  that  murmur  their  melodious  moans 

Through  clerestories  the  ferny  traceries  climb. 

Thus  is  the  spirit  vexed  from  life's  renown, 

The  fret,  the  fury,  and  the  wantonness 

Of  Fortune  immemorial  as  the  sea, 

And  turned  to  where  the  long  light  lingers  down 

Some  quiet  vale  of  love  that  shelters  peace, 

To  brood  within  her  moated  sanctuary. 


XXII. 

Bootes. 

Kecaller  of  the  nights  profound  and  cold, 

My  young  heart  penetrated  to  thy  spheres 

With  Herschel,  thou  art  sunken  with  thy  peers 

When  the  night  broods  upon  the  southern  fold; 

Yet  with  thy  name  return  the  dreams  untold, 

Far  off  the  unforgotten  reappears, 

The  shadowy  constellation  of  the  years, 

A  nebula  revealed  like  secret  gold. 

As  thou  dost  circle  to  no  wandering  star, 

The  pole  is  thy  soft   axis,    evermore 

It  is  thy  magnet,  be  it  thus  with  me, 

Still  to  one  fond  heart  be  the  flame  afar 

Eevolving  with  it,  though  an  alien   shore 

Conceal  in  it  th'  unsympathetic  sea  ! 


XXXIII. 

Mount    Aspiring. 

The  clouds  beneath  thy  snowy  diadem 
Unpiloted  flow  from  the   Western  sea, 
And,  weary  with  their  travail,  compass  thee 
With  a  most  firmamental  anaclem  ; 
The  music  of  their  rainfall  is  thy  hymn, 
And  in  thy  presence  they  do  cease  to  be, 
Dissolving  on  thy  breast  eternally, 
As  a  child's  eyes  with  happy  tears  are  dim. 
I,  too,  have  come  to  thee,  for  far  asunder 
Are  joy  and  I,  and  haply   there  may  float 
From  thee  a  solace  as  I  watch  below, 
Sole  listener  to  thy  melancholy  thunder, 
Far,  far  above  me,  falling  from  the  snow 
On  the  unhearing  ocean  and  remote! 


XXXIV. 

Melbourne,    May,    1903. 

' '  It  aches  my  soul 
To  see,   when   two  authorities   are  up, 
Neither    supreme,    how   soon    confusion 
May  enter."  — Conolanus. 

Shall  we  affright  thee,  Freedom,  who  of  old, 
With  step  that  hesitated  insecure, 
Didst  leave  thy  mountain  apse,  who  didst  endure 
Only  the  awful  voice  of  heaven  unrolled  ? 
Thou,  who  wast  never  by  our  fathers  sold, 
Nor  basely  guarded,  thou  wilt  not  immure 
Thyself  in  sanctuary  from  the  impure, 
Who  dread  thee  in  celestial  splendour  stoledl 
Yet  are  their  eyes  too  soldered  to   the  mean, 
The  paltry,  Envy  is  their  Commonwealth — 
Blind  bigots,   darkened  as  the  plumbless  sea, 
Shake   thee  upon  thine  altars  long  serene 
Eeckless  to  ruin  by  assault  or  stealth 
What  the  great  dead  have  died  that  thou  shouldst  be. 


XXXV. 
William    Rolleston. 

Close  his  fair  volume  of  true  word  and  deed 
For  the  still  hour  when  sorrow  is  alone 
With  the  beloved;  when  the  heart  has  grown 
Less  poignant  for  his  parting  we  shall  need 
His  bland,  sweet  wisdom,  sacrosanctest  creed 
Of  truth  omnipotent  above  all  throne, 
Or  people,  till  the  larger  life  be  known 
Wherefor  he  scattered  oft  the  earliest  seed. 
Oh  !     Godlike  charity  for  the  oppressed, 
Clear  spirit  looking  to  the  border  goal 
With  eyes  not  politic,  but  shining  far 
With  the  upspringing  rectitude  of  soul, 
Be  here  with  us,  still  striving,  from  thy  rest, 
Forget  not  in  the  glory  of  a  star! 


XXXVI. 
Australia. 

Once  she  was  left  alone  amid  the  sea, 
That  murmured  to  her  listless  ear  the  sound 
Of  shadowy  empires,  dead  ere  she  was  found 
Soft-drooping  to  the  hand  that  set  her  free. 
Bird-like  her  motion  upward,  on,  would  be, 
But  man  with  all  debasement  of  a  hound 
Led  her  first  footsteps  to  polluted  ground, 
With  harlot  and  with  felon  to  hold  fee. 
Grace  was  her  gift  to  overcome  the  scourge, 
Now  in  the  lucid  morn  of  soul  retrieved 
She  turns  with  happy  pride  to  all  the  globe, 
Free  as  the  ocean  from  her  tropic  verge 
To  where  the  mournful  polar  gulfs  have  weaved 
A  snowy  circlet  for  her  tawny  robe. 


XXXVII. 
Macdonald. 

Sad  soldier  of  the  North,  wouldst  thou  had  shared 

One  latest  battle  with  thy  kilted  peers, 

And  fallen  there  !     Would  God  the  fatal  shears 

Had  sundered  thee  from  evil  that  ensnared. 

Ah  !  mockery  of  Fate  !     Ah  !  to  be  spared 

To  lose  the  heroic  splendour  of  proud  years 

In  woe  unutterable-,  past  all  tears, 

To  sacrifice  thy  martial  shroud  prepared  ! 

I  would  not  chide  thee  ;  thou  hast  found  a  sleep 

Beyond  all  reprobation,  undisturbed, 

Yet  melancholy  as  a  crumbling  stone  ; 

We  that  have  known  thee  and  thy  sword  must  weep, 

The  dauntless  spirit  in  oblivion  curbed, 

Strength  and  olympian  courage  overthrown  ! 
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